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The Second Doctor bites off more than he can chew when 2 distressed shepherd cries 
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Illustrated by Paul Vyse. 
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an'important decision . . . A new story by Terrance Dicks, author of The New 
Adsepiore: soda ar ihaszaced by PRI Bevan, 


27: REST AND RE-CREATION 

The Fourth Doctor and Lesa are planning a quiee picnic but two aggresive Zygons 
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38: THE CHANGELING YEARS 

The Fourth Doctor and Leela encounter a strange city where a controlled experiment 
i time manipulation is taking plac. A new story by Garth Robers, author of The 
Neu: Adventures The Highest Science and illustrated by Paul Vyse. 


44; PERFECT DAY 
The Fifth Doctor and Tegan Jovanka take a trip to Earth's future, just in time to say 
farewell. A new story by Mark Gatiss, author of The New Adventures — Nightshade anc 
illustrated by David Miller. 


50: THE MORE THINGS CHANGE 

‘A young soldier remembers The Sixth Doctor and Peri and the effect they have had on 
hig is new sory by Andy Lane, co-author of The New Adentres— Lucifer Ring 
and illustrated by Phil Bevan. 
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A strange time Sees has an important effect on the lives of the Seventh Doctor 
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Doctor Who enthusiasts share an unspoken acceptance of the 
programme’s enduring appeal. But how have others defined it? 
Marcus Hearn chairs a debate between TV arts presenter Melvyn 
Bragg, The Socialist Workers’ Party, and a Dalek... 


[rom a safe distance of thirty 
+{ years it's easy to take the suc- 
A. cess of Doctor Who for granted. 
Generations of youngsters and adults 
have had their imaginations elas- 
ticated by the adventures of an alien 
man in a flying telephone box, and 
many have ventured plausible sug- 
gestions as to why, 

Sir Huw Wheldon, the former 
managing director of the BBC, be- 
lieved the programme was about 
“something archetypal .. . the path 
into the unknown forest,” whereas in 
1969 The New Statesman simply 
summarised the Series as “the alltime 
Daddy’s electric train 


Interpretations of the programme’s 
appeal are as numerous and varied as 
theories explaining what it is actually 
about, but in 1977 Melvyn Bragg 
stated something nobody could argue 
with: “Doctor Who has become one of 
the great characters of modern fic- 
tion, like Tarzan or Billy Bunter. And 
if you think that's easy to do, as Frank 
Richards said in a letter to George 
Orwell, you just try to make a chare- 
cteras ‘popular and as realisable.” 

The gauntlet was picked up by 
Sydney Newman, the BBC's Head of 


Drama, in 1963. “Doetar Who was 
really the culmination of almost all my 
interests in life,” he later admitted. “I 

F 1 to reflect contemporary 
s about the outer 

also, of course, being 

a children’s programme, it had to 
have a high educational content, Up 
to the age of forty, I don't think there 
was a science-fiction book I hadn't 
read. | love them because they are a 
marvellous way - and a safe way, I 
might add ~ of saying nasty things 
about our own society. I love the 
satirisation and the extension of the 
resent world ~ showing how it might 
Be, given slightly different cireum- 
stances. My basi ion is the 
world today: how it is and how it 
might be changed, where it ought to 
be changed 

He noted his original ideas on to a 
few pages and a national institution 
was bom. “Td give a million bucks if 1 
could find that memo!” he now 
laments. 

“Looking back, T suppose Doctor 
Who taught me the sheer wonder of 
fantasy,” reflected the late Innes 
Lloyd, one of Doctor Who's first 

roducers, “and that science-fiction 
ad far more potential as a story- 
telling device than I ever anticipated. 


You could easily cover all manner of 
tragedy and drama and still include 
light-hearted moments, and even 
comedy for certain elements. Some 
people I met at the time had a very 
pompous altitude towards watching 
the programme, but I'm sure that the 
adults were tempted at the odd 
moment to join their children behind 
the couch.” 

So what is Doctor Who actually 
about? According to telefantasy writer 
Christopher Penfold, the BBC ge 
know themselves. “The BBC 
never really understood fee 
fiction,” he once complained. “! k 
Doctor Who is something they've 
handled forever without ever réally 
understanding.” 

Mary Tamm, who played the 
Fourth Doctor's companion Romana, 
was in no confusion when asked 
about the series. “The basic principle 
of the programme is quite simple: the 
Doctor is the hero of the piece, the 
girl asks the questions, a few mon- 
sters are the bad guys, and there are 
loads of corridors to run down. It’s 
worked like that for a long time and 
thieréis no reason why it should not 
continie.in that simple format 
hecause that is what the audience 
likes. They like the comfort of 
knowing exactly what they are going 
to get. And they like stories they can 
follow relatively easily. That is why 
programmes like Star Trek and 
Coronation Street have Ween so pop- 
ular. They don't go too far out of the 
little sphere of activity which the 
audience expec 


‘The Socialist Workers’ Party maga- 
zine, Socialist Review, expressed no 
such favourable comparisons with 
Captain Kirk and his crew. In a 1984 
article entitled "Mao and the Time 
Lords, they offered their own mani- 
festo for the show’s success. “The 
BBC has provided the world with a 
popular Maoist sci-fi interpretation of 
the struggle for national liberation 
and revolution. It is a classic Maoist > 


Mary Tamm, who played the first 
Romana, believes that Doctor Who had 
just a few basic principles. 


Peter Davison remembers being asked about his philosophy of Doctor Who - reading 
the scripts was his answer! Photo © BBC Video. 


=< text for national liberation. Power 
comes from the jet of a Dalek arm. 
Though Doctor Who is a product of 
the upturn in struggle of the Sixties 
and Seventies, the show remains in 
the elitist traditions of bourgeois 
revolution. The oppressed and 
exploited creatures who Doctor Who 
leads time after time to victory never 
have any control over the Vanguard 
Party (the Doctor and his friends) 
who are in all senses of the word alien 


which ces Aree are 1 

and hidden. The victory lead 
restoration of tl ‘tatus quo before 
the imperialists arrived, not to wor- 
ker’s control, Workers’ councils are 
not set up. The Doctor never edu- 
eates the workers to their role 
ruling class of the post-revolut 


imperialist a a million light y 
more progressive than Star Trek.” 

Some of the monsters 
good too. One of them, 

arrior and Carry On star Bernard 
Bresslaw, reckoned the show’s last- 
ing appeal stemmed from its early 
m me adventures. “I happen 
to believe there are certain dis- 
advantages to the colour episodes of 
today. I do like science-fiction and I 
cannot help thinking that some of the 
best science-fiction films have been in 
black and white . . . That is the secret 
of good science-fiction: imagination 
first, technicalities second.” 

Wendy Padbury, who journeyed 
with Patrick Troughton’s Doctor, felt 
that “being in black and white then 
added to its charm. When you see 
some of those old programmes that 
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they bring out from. twenty-five years 
ago in black and white, some of them 
hold up really well. I don't know how 
Doctor Who holds up because we're 
living in a more technical age, but I 
really like the black and white 


U infortunately, ‘one woman's quaint 
nostalgia is another man’s old hat. 
“Doctor Who is too parochial, too 
amateur by Nineti ndards,” 
believes director Lovett Bickford, 
who worked on the programme in 
1980. “I think it already was, when I 
did it, to an extent. It wasn't slick 
enough, it wasn't realistic enough and 
it wasn’t frightening enough. Doctor 
Who is a bit Sixties and it was very 
good in the early days but, tech- 
nically, we're so much more sophis- 
ticated than we've ever been that it 
would have to come up to that 
standard. Doctor Who just wasn't good 
enough in the end. It was becoming, 
sadly, too pantomimic when it should 
have been becoming more serious 
and more frightening. Science-fiction 
is wonderfully exciting but it should 
not_be costume eae 


tained popularity. “Who was 
very ‘Br cience-fiction’ and that 
was one of its great charms,” says 
writer David Fisher. The show's 
producer in the late Seventies, 

Graham Williams, was also prone to a 
spot of flag-waving. “It doesn't com- 
promise. It doesn’t try and be Ameri- 
can. It doesn't try and be anything 
except what it is. It is just uniquely 
British. I can’t think of any other 
country in the world who would 


make a daft programme like that! It's 
utterly British in its concept and 
quirkiness, the eccentricity, devotion 
to characters rather than action.” 

Jean Marsh, an actress with the 
honour of appearing in some of the 
show's earliest and last episodes, said: 
“[ think it's successful because people 
want to have crushes on other people. 
‘To have a crush on a slightly comic 
old British TV series is not so weird.” 

Maybe not, but how would you 
cope if you suddenly found a hall full 
of people who had a crush on you? 

“[ remember the first convention 1 
ever did,” recalled a disturbed Peter 
Davison. “They asked my philosophy 
of Doctor Who and | said ‘I get the 
script and leam the words,’ and they 
thought that was an awful thing to 
say. They do care about it, as I did 
when I was doing it myself, but at the 
same time you have to laugh at it too, 
or it gets very po-faced.” 

“A’school of thought exists which 
holds the Daleks to be the sole 
master-key on the ring of clues to the 
popularity of Doctor Who,” claimed 
The Evening Standard in 1977. “Ad- 
mittedly the viewers fall for anything 
and everything - Emus, Michael 
Crawford, or is it Hutch? But 
none match the intensity of the 
national love affair with these callous 
tyrants, gliding round their antisé »ptic 
control rooms a s all ty- 

rants hide, a pathetic piece of amare 
oid debris under their armoured 
tops.” 

More often than not, it wa 
Robert Jewell who 
the armoured toj 
ained his own ide: 
of Doctor Who in 1987. 
st like The Mousetrap that’s 
ed i in the West End for so many 
s. It goes on and on and there's a 
new era and a new lot of people 
watching and then their children are 
watching. Doctor Who was really the 
first scifi programme to really hit the 
air-waves ~ Lost in Space and Star 
Trek all followed on. It has also been 
the kind of programme where writers 
have always been able to find some 
thing to write about. They can let 
their imaginations go and bring in so 
y different aspects, so many 

ariations to stories, and its all 
accepted because that’s what Doctor 
Whois.” 


WHAT IT'S APPEAL IS... 
“Doctor Who appealed to me because 
in fantasy you can use all these other 
elements and discuss any political, 
philosophic or psychological idea 
which if you keep hidden adds to the 
story enormously,” cited lan Stuart 
Black, reinforcing the idea and ex- 
plaining his motivation for writing for 
the on in the Shee ee 1 
analyse it I can see why it’s so 
and has lasted all this time, spon 
with the show is that it has this 
capacity for constant change. It has a 


neat framework and to be truthful it 
isn’t always Doctor Who is it? It's 
called Doctor Who but it can be 
anything within the basic premise of 
humanity moving through time and 
space, It's a smart cookie’s set up!” 

“That's quite a nice angle to 
explore,” concurs Doctor Who novelist 
and actor David Banks, “as long as it 
doesn't get in the way of a good 
adventure so that children of six can 
hide behind the sofa, and students 
can write dissertations about it!” 

Victor Pemberton, who never 
wrote any dissertations but wrote 
generally perceived good Doctor Who 
scripts, felt the same way. “I've always 
felt very deeply about the world and I 
think Doctor Who is very important 
for that. | know Verity Lambert, who 
first produced Doctor Who, was very 
keen to bring this clement out. It's 
television with a conscience, a moral — 
although I don’t think a TV is there to 
lecture people. If there’s a message, 
fine, and if a writer feels strongly 
enough, fine - but Doctor Who is 
entertainment with a capital “E’ and 
that, I think, is why it has survived for 
so long.” 

Doctor Who's entertainment value 
was really recognised by the public 
with the advent of the Daleks and 
later the Cybermen, so maybe they're 
responsible for the show's longevity? 
Not according to occasional guest 
star Frank Windsor, whose perso 
preference was for tear stories. 
“Although the Daleks and the 
Cybermen are probably the strongest 
single memories for people who have 
watched Doctor Who, if it had been 
just that, would it have lasted as long 
asit has?” 

The late Dennis Spooner, who 
wrote a few of the early historical 
tales, quite naturally felt the same 
way. “I don’t think that if we had only 
done science-fiction in the early years 
that Doctor Who would have become 
the success it has.” 

Perhaps one of the most common 
reasons cited for the programme's 
noe is its popularity with children, 
who apparently quite enjoy it too. 

“There is this fear of the term child- 
ren’s programme,” claimed Matthew 
Waterhouse, who played the Fourth 
and Fifth Doctor's youthful chum 
Adric. “Everyone used to think the 
Daleks were great, loads of adults 
who grew up with it still watch it It's a 
very important part of children’s 
culture, so how could anybody say it’s 
asnobby put-down to state that loads 
of kids love it? Great children’s works 
~ Beatrix Potter, Lewis Carroll - all 
live on for adults.” 

Verity Lambert, the show’s original 

oducer and midwife to a national 
institution, modestly attributed the 
success of her baby to the country’s 
fathers. “A great reason for the pro- 
gramme’s continuing success has to 
be the fact that every four or five 
years you have a new generation of 


The late Patrick Troughton was considered infallible re The Timesin 1967. 
Photo BBC Video. 


kids growing up.” 

One of her writers, William Emms, 
also believed Doctor Who was an 
hereditary condition. “I think most of 
aiming at children from 
venty. I think it’s lasted 
lived on in a lot of 
people's imaginations and possibly a 
lot of people have transmitted it to 
their children.” 

“Why has the progran 
such a continuing su ‘i i 
Troughton asked. “I think the Sante 
answer to that is because new 
children keep being born!” 

Writing of Troughton’s Doctor in 
1967, The Times suggested that: 
“Doctor Who is the most successful of 
children’s programmes because it 
has matched its science-fiction setting 
with good story-telling, and the most 
ingenious array of props and elec 
tronic sound effects. The children can 
identify, too, with Doctor Who's child 
companions. But.most important of 
all, Doctor Who's infallibility is a device 
that allows even a nervous child to 
believe that, in spite of the most 


alarming experiences, all will be well 
in the end. It is reality, or what passes 
for it, that children find truly 
terrifying.” 

Whatever the reasons behind 
Doctor Who's success, the only ob- 
vious thing is that nobody over the 
last thirty years has been able to 
agree pot is what Doctor Whe is. 
Maybe the answer lies in something 
that everybody enjoys about the 
programme, whatever medium it 
appears in. Something that may well 
have outlasted the television show 
itself... 

“It’s magic isn’t it?” believes script 
writer Peter Ling. “They somehow 

to make magic respectable 
to modern, technologically-minded 
Bees They couldn't really lose 
because they combined all the 
children were interested in - aspects 
of space exploration combined with 
magic and making the impossible 
possible. Styles and fashions may 
change but storytelling is timeless - it 
will go on. 

“The stories are the essence,” <> 


Matthew Waterhouse likens Doctor Who to other great works of fiction for children, 
well-loved by adults, including Beatrix Potter and Lewis Carroll. 
Photo © BBC Video. 
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lust afew more steady heaves, thought 

the Doctor. 

The body seemed to grow in weight, 
the further up the mountain he dragged it. 
He gave another backward tug, caught his 
gikieon sGlenbaaet endian 
snowdrift. Nor the first time he'd fallen 
over thar day. 

‘The wind was biting in again and his 
ankle, twisted in a cleft of the branch, re 
used to come free. It hurt excruciatingly. 
He plucked strands of lambswool from his 
shaggy fur coat, just along that tear that 
split one side from top to bottom. 

‘To the South, distant grey clouds 
billowed up over what, far below, would 
one day be called Lake Garda, Flakes of 
fresh snow were already settling on his 
Beatle-cut mop of hair. Soon the snow 
would cover the wolf tracks further down 
the slopes. Left to its own devices, Time 
covered its traces. The future, Flinthair the 
shepherd's furure, had a merciless chill to 
it 

Fxasperated, the Doctor scrabbled with 
frozen fingers for the axe tucked inside the 
dead man’s belt. The copper axehead that 
had no business to be copper in 3,300 
BC, cut through the branch after only a 
few blows. Thar would serve the smug 
archaeologists right. The Copper Age was 
not curtailed precisely at a Thursday 
teatime in February because someone 
suddenly discovered a bronze teapot: 
Nature tried out its options at every 

jortunity. The sad example laying 
Heese is (et, might one day resolve 
some of that wretched neatness. 
Pigeonholes really annoyed the Doctor. 
He'd never met a tidy pigeon in any of his 
lives. 

He slid the axe back under the belt and 
gripped the stiffening body under its arms. 
Just a few more heaves, he thought, and 
this business could be left for someone else 
to deal with in their own time. But this 
business had not been what he had 
expected ... 


The bleating had started at about midday. 
It came from outside the TARDIS, but all 
he saw on the scanner was snow driving in 
the latest blizzard. The plaintive cries were 
unlike the bleating he usually got from his 
companions, so he opened the ship's outer 
doors and looked out. Something about 
half his height bartelled in out of the 
whiteness, knocking him backwards. He 
struggled up, shaking snow off his out- 
sized frock-coat, and followed the intruder 
into his ship. 

“The sheep stood facing him beyond the 
half-dismantled central console. It was 
homed, lorig-haired and rather rotund, its 
fleece already dripping with melting ice. I 
lee oura deep prolonged baa. 

“Hello,” said the Doctor, warily. 

Oh dear, oh dear, He was very par- 
ticular about visitors in his ship. This one 
looked unruly, unpredictable and prob- 
ably unhouse-trained too, On one flank, 
its wool was marked with a strange 
pronged design in dark blue dye. fe must 
Ese Gane Ree ihewibeebe belies 6) 
the lake, and there was no taking it back 
there now, Not in this weather, 


“Baa,” it reiterated and sat down in 
rather graceless fashion. When it turned 
away, the Doctor saw a deep gash on its 
haunch, which dribbled blood into its) 


ty. 
scrabbled wildly on the smooth float and. 
it toppled heavily onto its side Tr lay 
uselessly flailing its legs at him. 

Muttering words of encouragement, he 
bent to examine the bloody gash. Te was 
the nasty work of some predaig, probably: 
awolf, Then he noticed rhe movement of 
contractions in the distenéled stomach. 

“Oh no,” he exclaited aloud. “Vm a 
Doctor, nota ver!” a 

“Baa,” complained! ewe. 

“Bar humbug ieee ee 
He took his fur coat from) the hatstand 
and draped it over the creature which, t0 
his surprise, went quiet. "Then he went to 
look for soute towels and hot water. Lots 
of hot water, that was what was always 
called forion these occasions. 


Ir took ten minutes to find a suitable 
bowl of water and some towels in the 
TARDIS's extra-thermal dissipater unit, 
which often doubled as an airing 
cupboard. When he re-entered the console 
room, the sheep was lying in a pool of 
blood. For a moment, he thought the 
Worst, but chen it raised its head and gave 
‘him an exhausted bleat. 

ing moved under the coat. The 


‘eat 
‘Oh, well done, Ewe-ridice!” he 


exclaimed, giving a litle jig of delight, 
stich nea pill his hor water bow 


machine and fed it to her square by 
square. Then he retrieved his coat, settled 
the mother and wobbly child onto an old 


setee from a storage cupboard and set off 
for the: a 


‘The snow had stopped, but it was 
W 


freezing hard under the full moon's 
freczing silvery eye, The Doctor hurried 
down the mountain, cutting a straight 
path between the tal, black shapes of the 
pine forest. The TARDIS had dumped 
itself on the upper slopes, its instruments 
dead to the world, He had wasted hours 
looking for the problem to no avail. All it 
needed he suspeoerh ws: good Ile, bc 
he wasn't sure where or with what, He 
went for a walk and discovered the village 
nearby. He preferred to avoid visiting such 
primitive settlements, The locals invariably 
mistook him for a magician or a deity or 
something generally taboo and pointed 
unpleasantly sharp’ spears at him while 
they asked awkward questions, 

He paused by'a rock thar looked like a 
danish pastry in the moonlight. Some 
thing was following him, He had heard it 
crunching through the snow. It stopped 
too. He walked on further and the 
crunching began again. In front of him, a 
fine of pugmarks crossed his path. Further 
Goma Bendis Tait eran 
pronounced lengthening of the claws. 
One foot dragged with a limp. He saw a 
dark shape darting between che darkness 
of the ees. A pair of hungry eyes caught 
the moonshine and regarded him from 
the shadows. He heard its soft grow 

Then, from the other direction, came a 
Jong baleful howl. ‘The eyes vanished and 
he heard their owner bound away through 
the snow. He shuddered and wished he 
hhad waited until daybreak. 

He had observed the village by the lake 
oon the previous day, painstakingly staying, 
within the edge of the forest to avoid 
causing a disturbance. It was a small 
archerypal farming and hunting comm- 
unity. But its squat, dark-haired occupants 
would never understand that they fitted 
into’a neat Neolithic pigeonhole. They 
were too busy in the arduous task of 
survival, On the whole, he thought they 
were winning. He had scen fishing 
corackes on the lake and there were signs 
feria iedben dlstincoee: a 
the onset of the snow had put pay to that 
for the year, 

The paling cavern sky was heavy with 
snow, but no fires burned in the village. 
The dustered houses tectered high on piles 
over the lake's marshy bank. The Doctor 
decided char the best approach was to walk 
in openly, but there were no guards ro be 
seen. Ir was uncomfortably quiet. The 
stockade gate hung open. 

He walked warily in, moving freely 
among the houses. He climbed ladders to 

cer into deserted rooms where the snaw 
Feed ilooe inc Fle aricedl ar se emiry) 
sheep fold. He examined the spilled 
contents of « half-full grain store. A brace 
of coracles lay overturned abc 
shoreline. A day-lined cooking pit w 
warm. On the track leading along the 
lake, he accidentally trod on a com dolly 
that lay in the trampled slush. The place 
had been abandoned and they had left in a 
hurry. Bur no-one runs from a snow- 
storm, 

At one end of the village was a mound 
of stones like a makeshife long barrow 
where the dead might be buried. The 


B 


singularly unpleasant totem that stood 


beside it made the Doctor shudder. A 
human skull had been skewered onto a 
wooden pole. Crowning it likea headdress 


Ze 


was the head of a wolf, fangs bared, with 
its body skin falling down behind. The 
Doctor could an easy stab at the 
type of evil spirit it was meant to ward off 


Pret 


00 Gee 


He eyed his surroundings, undomformably 
certain that he was being watehed. The 
freezing air had not bothered him before, 
bur now he suddenly fele very eold inside. 

Something snapped dose by and he 
instinctively ducked: An arrow thunked 
into the totem an/ inch from his head: Ti 
had spiral feathers (6 make ib Spin in light. 
The Doctor ran, seampering for-caver be- 
ween the raised piles of the houses until 
he fell headlong into the evaking pit and 
stayed crouching there, 

By luck or some miore iniquitous design 
of the cosmos, it had started to snow 
again. The Doctor could hear his hunter 
muttering as he séarched: The voice was 
quictly on the edge OF tears, sounding: 
snatches of words like someone talking, to 
his own lost soul. “Fle's there > seen hin 

the brure killéd'them =. killed the 
others. Know he's there». ; Saw him 
wacching yesterday... Great wolf... 
slinking in the tree Shadéws. Pall tiny = 
then the rest'll come back 
and I'll be backitog ..™ 

The Doctor sane lower into the pit 
Was this possible? Had the villagers seen 
him and deserted theif Homes because 
they thought he was killers Worse, if he 
interpreted the torent meaning, comet. 
they thought he was some sort of Loup- 
ou. A Lycanthtope. The Wolf thar is 
Were. He shudderéd in his fiir coat. No, 
no, that wouldn't de at all. He doubted, 
such a biological anomaly was possible. 
There was probably @ large timber woll 
lurking out there in the forest, frightening 
the locals. He may swell have etossed its 
path already, and it terrified him too. The 
immediate prospect was 0 less worrying 
— an argument along the lengeh of a fine 
headed arrow, and he heard the hunter 
coming closer 

There was a sudden canine siarl ahd a 
man cried our if anguish, SHow was 
blowing into the Doetar's fice, obscuring, 
and view of the fight: He heard the cries 
ind snarls fading into the blizzard and 
hauled himself og of the pit intent on 
following, The traghs Ted Gut of the vig 

1 man and a wolf heading back up the 
mountain. They were soon obscured by 
fresh snow, leaving the Doctor alone, 
vulnerable and withour direction. All he 
wanted was the safety of his TARDIS, 
Then he remembered! the sheep that had 
taken up residence svieh him. 

ed on up the slope with 


where is he 


twisted and grey, the corpse of a large 
wolf, And its throct had been tom ou. 

As the Doctor bent over the wolf, he 
heard the snow seruneh at his back, A 


hand dragged hint back and a flint blade 
pressed at his throat 

Skin you alive; wolf demon,” hissed 
the man's voice 

The Doctor neatly choked. “What a 
very silly idea,” he said) with as mich 
authority as he cotildl muster, “Do 1 look 
like a wolf man: 

The blade presséd tighten 

He tried to nod towards the wolf “1 
wanted to help, but you've obviously 


solved the problem yourself. That was very 
clever. Well done!” He glanced down and 
saw thar his assailane’s arm was bore the 
same blue mark that he had seen an the 
sheep. “Look, I'll prove I'm not dan- 
crous, I have a... hug further up where 
ve been sheltering one of your flock.” 
‘The arm jerked the Doctor round and 
hhe was face to face with the wildest visage 
he could ever remeriber. Madness lived in 
those eyes. The fice was bloody and the 
coarse hair was stone grey. 
“Show me. .. demon,” he growled, 


The Doctor fumbled for the TARDIS 
key. “You'll see,” he said as they app- 
toached che police box. “I've never ever 
attacked anyone unprovoked.” But the 
presence at his shoulder remained a 
menacing one. A shepherd called 
Flinthair, watching his every move, who'd 
seed! the dried blood on his coat, The man 
wore deer skins and limped on an arthritic 
leg: On his back was a great carved bow. A 
shepherd, buta hunter too. 

Phe snow that had drifted against the 
had been kicked away by che 
door, To the Doctor's annoyance, the cold 
had frozen the deadlock and it was ajar. 
He ushered Plinthair inside where the 


snow had blown in and waited for the 
usual teaction to the ship's dimensional 
riddle. He collided with the shepherd, 
who was backing out again, a look of 
horror on his fa 

Blood had run into pools on the con: 
sole room floor. The savaped remains of 
the unfortunate sheep and its lamb lay in 
the comet behind the settee; where their 
executioner had) tried wo hide its shameful 
butchery. 

Death was the Doctor's constant 
companion. Bur this was his own ship, his 
sanctuary, He stared nervously ar every 
corner of the console room. Now his 
home had been violated by an act of 
ferocious brurality and he, even he, 
floundered for words. 

"Mr Flinthajr, you must understand 
that Iam as:shocked as you, There is 
something more dangerous and tnnatural 
at pea T imagined. We must take 
every step t0 seek it out very quickly.” 

‘He waited for the accusations, but the 
shepherd only stood, swinging his head 
back and forth like a dazed animal, as if 
trying to shake the jagged event neatly into 
his consciousness. He staggered forward. 
unable to take his eyes from the hortor. 
Then he fell and the Doctor caught him, 


pulling him back 10 rest against the wall 
The wind was blowing in; and since they 
were clearly the only two living beings in 
the ship, the Doctor closed the doors. As 
they dunked shut, the shepherd spoke 

“A wolf demon attacked me in the 
woods, that was a moon ago. | killed it, 
bur the spirit is tied to the earth. It didn't 
go. Then it killed my brother, He oe 
ictaking our best ram. The demon tried to 
hide his body, but I found him and 
carried him home to the village.” His 
voice cracked as he stared at the dead 

- lamed me. They forced me 
1 me and they 
drove me away." His face was smeared 
with blood thar he had tried to wash away 
with snow. He dribbled. “So now | hunt 
the Great wolf again. And I shall drive it 
from the world.” 

The Doctor touched his shoulder 
gently. “And I shall help you.” Flinchair's 
hands were frosebieen'and dried blood 
dung, under the unusually long nails, He 


turned slowly and said, "Demons are 
s of the past. don't believe in them. 
re in my head. One day there won't 
be any more demons.” 

The Doctor nodded grimly and slowly 
withdrew his hand. Flinthair's brown eyes 
had glinted with a depth of amber. lt was 
alla matter of perspective, The villagers no 
more knew they were Neolithic than 
Flinthair knew what he was, Sometimes 
he was a man, sometimes he might be a 
wolf. 

The shepherd tensed and his eyes 
hued. "Demon? Have | found you?” 

‘The Doctor backed away. “Perhaps,” 
hesaid. “Temay be doser than you think.” 
repherd rose, bur he had a stoop and 
his hands, more like chaws now, were clase 
w the floor. 

*[ should war you thar my ship j 
state of grace that prohibits acts of vio- 
lence.” The Doctor nearly tripped over the 
discarded body of the shoep. 


Flinthair's mouth drew back into a 


snarl full of lengthening canines. Thi 
hair was darkening across his face as the 
two circled cach other round the 
inoperative central console. The Doctor 
made a lunge for the door lever, bur a 
mass of claws slashed across him. There 
was nowhere to run to. The shepherd no 
longer even remotely resembled a man. 
He was a bizarre hybrid, like a fairground 
grotesque dressed in ill-fitting clothes, 
spitting and snarling his hatred. 

‘hat's not very wolf-like ar all,” huffed 
the circling Doctor, “Wolves are highly 
advanced creatures, with their own laws 
and social orders. Look!” He fished a 
minor from his pocket and levelled it at 
the brute, “Jusv think what your family 
would say!” 

Beyond stich thoughts or memories, 
the creature sprang onto the top of the 
epasoleand eatbered over the glass 
ovlinder of the Time Rotor towards him, 
Cables and loose instruments cascaded 
down. The Doctor slipped in the sheep's 
blood and fell. His arms flailed our, 
desperately grasping for some sort of 
deeeive weapon. Above him, the 
monster crouched on the Time Rotor and 
howled at the ceiling. 

There was a hum of power, The 
instruments inside the Rotor eylinder 
began to cur. This was just the kick-start 
the TARDIS had needed . . . albeit too 
late. The Time Rotor began to rise and 
the startled wolf-man half jumped, half fell 
‘onto the instrument panels below. There 
was a flash of silver. A fierce discharge of 
trapped artron energy from oes 
power house, arched upwards and earthed 
itself in a spirit still tied to the earth. The 
body was hurled towards the Doctor who 
flung up his arms for protection. 

He heard a yelp of pain as the flint- 
Tieaded arrow he had unwittingly seized, 
impaled itself in the shephetd's chest. 
Flinchair lay lifeless on top of the Doctor. 
a shepherd once again, if indeed he had 
ever been anything else. Perception, ably 
assisted by deception, had its own tricks to 
perform. The bodies of two dead sheep 
were the only testimony to whar the 
shepherd had thought he was or wasn't, or 
what the Doctor, sometimes taken for a 
magician himself, imagined he had seen. 
Sleight of head. And what you could 
imagine, ladies and gentlemen, is often 
more powerful than truth. 


You had a regard for the future, Mr 
Flinthair. You foresaw a time when 
demons would be banished and beliefs 
would be challenged, You can help swith 
that. With luck they'll find you one day, 
trapped in ice like a fly in. amber, ready to 

nut a few perceptions about your time to 
Fiabe Wier over vie aioe by the Gane 
pastry rock. You'll be sheltered there in an 
icepool, away from the slow torrential flow 
of the new glacier. Caught in that you'd 
be lost forever, carried down the moun- 
tain, no more than deep frozen wolf food. 
He'd seen it once in the papers, or thou- 
ghe he had. Thank you for starting my 
ship Mr Flinehair. Just a few more heaves 
and then you can rest in peace... for a 
while, that is 
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ec 0, no nol” stid the Doctor 

sharply; tossing the sheaf of 

calculations aside. “My dear 
Liz, how many times must | explain? 
You've made an clemenrary error in: the 
primary stages. Anyone with the remorest 
knowledge of temporal physics can see 
chat 

Liz Shaw, who had quite a temper 
herself; slammed her hand down on the 
lab bench, ratding the test-tubes in their 
rack 

My dear Doctor, how many times 
must | explain that | don't Aave the 
remotest knowledge of temporal physic 
Always excepting your oh-so-brilliant self 
I doube if anybody on the planet has. You 
can'texpect me to nun before [can walk. 

Run, no,” said the Doctor. “Bur surely 
one might hope fora few «tumbling 
steps?” 

Liz drew a deep breath. “Now listen 
Doctor What's-yourname, | offered to 
help you with those calculations our of the 
Kindness of my hearc. Buc you don't need 
anyone's help do you? You know ic all! All 
youl Need js someone to pass you your test 
tubes and tell you how wonderful you 
are! ‘ 

Pa-herrum! 

Both combatants cured at the sound 
GF ferocious throat-clearing from the lab 
doorway. There stood the. “immaculately- 
uniformed figure of Brigadier Alastair 
Lethbridge-Stewart 

Bead, Doctor 

What do you want” 

Ignoring, this ungracious reception, the 
Brigadier said "We're attending the 

abinet Security Committee this 


moming. 

"Yow may be, Brigadier, I've gor work 
ro do. 

Galthly the Brigadier went on, “The 
committee, | must remind you Doctor, is 
ultimately responsible for UNIT funding, 
And the size of the UNIT budget 
directly linked to the amount of costly 
scientific equipment you need — most of 
Which you seem to blow up with 
remarkable regularity.” 

“L still don't see— 

Th the Govetiipient are to continue 
finding UNIT, theyanced to be con 
vineed of our usefulness. in other words, 
they need ro know what we've been doing 
recently. You, Doctor, are uniquely 
qualified to tell chem. 

The Doctor had never been, ovet 
burdened with modesty. “Yes, well 1 
suppose Iam. Very well Brigadier, don't 
dawdle, come along. We'll go through 
those calculations again later; Liz. Don't 
1 you'll soon get the hang of it.” The 
Doctor strode from the room, 

IF you'll excuse us, Miss Shaw, "said the 
Brigadier politely 

‘Willingly.” said Liz. Raising her voice 
she added, “and don't hurry back! 

The Brigadier winced, then tured and 
followed the Doctor 

He caught up with him in the UNIT 
car pak, where the Doctor was alr 
sitting at the wheel of his souped-up 
Edw, 

We're attending a top-level Goyern= 
ment Committee, Doctor, 


rdian roadste 


“Se?” 
Thad thought—the UNIT limousine 
“Don't be so statuis-conscious, Brig. 
adier. Bessie will whizz us through the 
‘Westminster trafic in no time 

* That's what I'm afraid of 

As they sped along the road towards 
Westminster the Brigadier said dip- 
lomatically, “Did I sense an atmosphere of 
tension in the lab just now, Doctor?’ 

‘Oh you don't want to take any notice 
of that, Brigadier,” said the Doctor, neatly 
cutting up an astonished taxi. “She's a 
good etl, Liz. Justa bit couchy thatsall..” 

The Brigadier raised an eyebrow 

Which reminds me -... you'll be polite to 
the Cabinet Committee, won't you, 
Doctor?” 

Me, Brigadier I'm the soul of tact 

you know that. A born diplomat 


In the laboratory, Liz Shaw threw down 
thesheaf of calculations in despainestill 
unable to see where she'd 2 
“Time I got out of this place,” she grum 
bled to herself. “Never wanted to come 
here to start with 

She thought back to her time as a 
research scientist in Cambridge, the 
sudden summons to a mysterious security 
organisation called UNIT and her firse 
interview with the Brigadier 

She'd been suspicious from the very 
first, reluctany to believe the Brigadier's 
theory that the Earth was in danger from 
invasion from space. "We have drawn 
attention to ourselves, Miss Shaw,” he'd, 
said, and cunningly hooked her interest 
with a tale of a meteor shower thar be 
haved in ways that were scientifically 


phe wrong. 


impossible 

Soon after that she'd met the Doctor 

It wasn't that the Doctor meant to be 
infuriating, thought Liz strugeling to be 
fair. “He must be feel the way I'd feel ifT 
had a toddler for my assistant,” thought 
Liz, “Only here I'm the child, giapphing 
with things I can't possibly understagid 

Elizabeth Shaw came ro a decisigtty She 
would resign from UNIT, go back to 
Cambridge, and resume the plirstit of 
knowledge in her own way andat her awn 


speed 

Behind her a deep voicoiSaid, “Fongive 
me for discurbing you. lavas looking for 
my old friend, the Dotrgin” Lie tuted 
and saw a man standing in the doorway 
For some strangesfeason he reminded Li 
of the Doctoggalthough thete was none of 
the Doctor's flamboyance about him. He 
was mde powerfully 
built. and he wore severe-looking dark 
clothes with a high-collared jacket 

As he cam 
smiled, revealing an unexpected powerful 
charm. “They sent me here from recep 
tion,” he said, “This is the Doctor's 
Jaboratary 

Yes it is, but I'm afraid you've just 
missed him. He's gone off to a conference 
with the Brigadier 

May [ask when he'll be buck: 

No idea. Bur it's 
commintee, | imagine they'll be chere for 
quite some time 

Dear oh dear, and I was so looking 
forward to meeting the Doctor again, He 
looked round the laboratory. “This is all 
very impressive. | gather the Doctor act 
ually sworks here? 


sized, bearded, 


into the room the sttat 


government 


B 


“He's our Scientific Adviser 

“Well, well, well .. . You know, | never 
thought the Doctor would ever settle 
down to a regular job. He was always 
rather erraric as a student.” 

Liz looked thoughtfully at him. “Did 
you say you were an old friend of the 
Doctor?” 

We were at school together,” said the 
stranger 

I see. Well, if you can leave an address 
or a telephone number, I'm sure he'll get 
in touch with you.” She thought for a 
moment. “Tell you what, why don't | give 
you the address of the Committee Room? 
Perhaps you could carch up with him 
there, meet him when he comes out. 

“IF it’s not too much trouble.” 

Nota bit, I've gor it here somewhere 

Liz. went to her bag on the end of the 
bench and felt inside. When she straight- 
ened up and turned there was a small 
black automatic in her hand. 

Liz had objected violently when the 
Brigadier issued her with the weapon, and 
sent her on a one-day training course in its 
use, Bur she was glad of it now, Remem- 
bering whar she'd been taughe she flipped 
the safety-catch with her thumb and 
worked the slide, pumping a round into 
the chamber. 
ise both hands please, and step 
back.” The stranger obeyed. He seemed 
more amused than alarmed. 

“My dear young lady, there's no need 
for that!” 

No? Well, for your information, vis- 


itors to UNIT are always strictly escorted, 
not left ro wander around alone. And | 
don't know much about the Doctor and 
where he comes from, but I very much 
doubt any of his old school-chums are 
likely to pop up here in London.” 

The stranger's voice was curiously 
soothing, “I can quite understand your 
suspicions, my dear, but there is teally no 
reason to worry, You can see | am telling 
the truth. You have only to look at me...” 
The voice deepened into a tone of com- 
mand. “Look at me! Look at me! Look at 
me!” 

Liz looked into the dark burnin 
and then of course it was all over. The 
Master rook the gun from Liz's unresist 
ing fingers, pur the safety-catch back on 
and returned it to her bag. Like the 
hypnotised sentries at the gate, Liz was no 
danger to him now, The Master drew up 
a lab stool and rested his elbows on the 
bench. “Set down, my dear —and tell me 
everthing you know about the Doctor.” 
Liz began talking in a calm, conversational 
first saw the Doctor at Ashbridge 
Cottage Hospital 


voice. 


and afier that the Inferno project was 
closed down, and we returned to UNIT 
HQ.” concluded Liz. “Since then the 
Doctor has been working on the cal 
culations to re-program the demat- 
erialisation circuit of his TARDIS. These 
calculations... 

The Master snapped his fingers 
“Enough!” Immediately Liz fell silent. She 


had been talking non-stop for several 
hours. 

The Master glanced at the square blue 
shape in the comer of the lab. “Poor Doc- 
tor! Exiled to Earth with an immobilised 
TARDIS. Who says the High Couneil 
has no sense of humour...” 

He sat haunched onyhis stool, mulling 
over the immense.amount of information 
Liz had given him during her hypnotically 
induced total recall of the Doctor's recent 
adventtites, How could he best make use 
of all he had learned? The Nestene 
Consciousness sounded promising .. . So 
too did the Silurians, though the Brig. 
adier, more realistic than the incorrigible 
do-gooder the Doctor, seemed to have 
disposed of them most effectively, Still, 
thought the Master, there might be some 
survivors. In the depths of the sea, per 
haps. .. Inwas worth investigation. T fee 
was nothing for him in the business of the 
alien astronauts. They had been returned 
now, and it was too late to sur up further 
trouble, The Inferno project too was a 
thing of the past, a splendid disaster 
spoiled by the Doctor's meddling 

The Master's mind return: 
Nestene Consciousness. He had heard of 
it of course. The WV w of most 
forces for evil in the cosmos. A fiercely 
rapacious entity with its curious affinity for 
plastic. Savage and determined, not really 
of any great intelligence, But guided, 
controlled There were distinct 
possibilities, especially av this particular 
stage of Earth's development, 


ster's ker 


The Master looked at the telephone on 
a mble in the comer. He moved over to it, 
an the plastic cord through his fingers. He 
looked at the bunch of daffodils in a bow! 
on the window sill and smiled. Oh yes, he 
thought, distinct possibilities. 

He moved back to the lab bench and 
stood looking thoughtfully. ar Liz Shaw, 
who sat wide-eyed and motionless on her 
stool. The Master fingered a stubby 
rosillc device in his pocket. lommipht be 
amusing to leave a tiny shrunken corpse 
for the Doctor to find on his return. Bur 
then the Doctor would be forewarned. 
Such a pity to spoil the surprise of their 
coming reunion, It would be even more 
amusing to booby-trap the TARDIS, so 
thar when the Doctor opened the door 

Amusing, but crude. Clumsy. Not 
artistic. After all, he could kill the Doctor 
any time. But to subjugate Earth to a 
blindly malignant force that the Doctor 
believed he had already defeated — and 
then kill him 

The Master snapped his fingers. “Listen 
to. me, Miss Shaw. You have spent the day 

, on your calculations. No-one has 
bed you. I was never here. 

You were never here,” said Liz. The 
Master snapped his fingers and Liz 
became absorbed in her calculations. If she 
could find where she went wrong . 

The Master moved through the 
corridors of UNIT HQ protected by his 


cloak of hypnotic invisibility 
through the main g 
presented arms. Acknowledging the salute 
with a casual nod, the Master went on his 
way, He would need a base, he thought 
somewhere to serve as his own headquare 
ers, and, if necessary 
membered a huddle of tents on a little 
green not too far away. Perfect, thought 
the Master. The Doctor had always been 
fond of circuses. He should have a litte 
amusement — before the end 

Happily absorbed in evil thoughts, the 
Master headed for his TARDIS, currently 
in the form of a news kiosk. There was 
nothing wrong with Ai 
Keen-cyed and vigilant, the UNIT sentries 
resumed their patrol. Someone enor 
mously important had just left UNIT 
though they weren't sure who 

Then they forgot all about him. 


As he strode 
res the sentries 


as a wap. He re- 


hameleon circuit 


Her head filled with figures, Liz Shaw was 
disturbed by the sound of raised voices 
awards her down the corridor. “I 
don't care what you say, Doctor, 
Brigadier. “Making frequent use of such 
jons as ‘a motley crew of pompous 
bureaucratic nincompoops’ is 
not what I call being tactful with the 
Committee 

does it matter?” siid the Doctor 
cheerfully, “They agreed to pay up, didn't 
they? Even increased your budget.” 


said the 


“Only because you threatened to te 
activate the Autons, unearth more Sil 
urians, call back the alien astronauts and 
drilling on the Inferno project! 
ell it worked, didn't it2 Now, if 
you'll forgive me, Brigadi 
my peace with Miss Shaw.” 

Liz heard the Brigadier go into his off 
sind hi 


re 


, 1 must make 


ice and close the door t 
Doctor came into the laborator : 
as humble and penitent as he knew how 
“Liz, do forgive me, I'm an impatient 
egotistical idiot. I's just that it's so impor 


tant to me you see..." he broke offat the 
sight of her face. “Liz, what's the matter 
She rubbed her eyes. “Not 
Wrestling with these figures I 
a bit of a headache . . . I seem to have 
picked up a sore throat as well. 

he Doctor beamed, anxious to make 
amends. “No wond 
You've been stuck in here and I've been 
coped up with a committee. Come on 
Liz, we need fresh air. Its still a 
n, welll go for a walk in the park.” 


you feel seedy 


nice 
afternok 


As they strolled along the edge of the lake 
picking their way between picnicking 
families, Liz said, “I've been thinking of 


going back to Cambridge, taking up my 


research again, 
The Doctor looked shocked. “Not 

because of 
Liz. grinned and shook her head. “No 
25 


I'm used to your litele tantrums, they 
don’ t really bother me. 


see,” said the Doctor drily, “What 


“[e's juse thar . . . Well, working with 
you Doctor reminds me of how much 
have to learn. Somehow it’s, well, 
discouraging 
As they walked along, Lie had been 
watching a mother and child sitting on the 
grass just ahead. She touched the Doctor's 
They stopped and 
nent, The child was just 
walking.a few steps, 
crugeling up again. When the 
ied to help, the child roared with 
and pulled away. It dambered to its 


arm. “Look, Doctor. 
watched for a me 


mother 
f 


fect and staggered a few more steps 
The Doctor nodded. 


“We all have to 


learn, don't we” 

“That's right,” said Liz. “On our own.” 

Even as they watched, the child 
suddenly gor the hang of the mysterious 
business of walking. Legs pumping hard 
tail tay be ieee 
speed, fesse raters bbe tna 
few long strides, the Doctor headed it off 
Secret ep nme emit 
mother, politely brushing aside her thanks. 

As they resumed their walk, the Doctor 
glanced down at Liz, “Though of course 
sometimes...” 

Liz smiled. “All right, Doctor. Bur I still 
think it's time I took my awn steps — even 
iF haveing fall in any own lake afew 
times! 
“Well, don't do anything in a hur 
said the Doctor. “And do forgive my 
impatience and rudeness earlier. You're 2 
great help to-me Liz, We're a good team, 

and I'd hate to lose you.” Liz couldn't 

help. feeling pleased. “I haven't really 

mind up, Doctor, 
not yer. I'm just 
thinking it over. 


made my 


They were approaching the park gate 
now and the Doctor said apologetically, 
think I'll pop back to the lab, Liz, Those 
figures... Coming?’ 

Liz shook her head. “I've had enough 
for the day. See you in the morning,” 

As she watched his tall fi 
iz realised that she really had made 
‘up her mind. She'd call Cambridge, not 
tomortow maybe, but soon. 

The Doctor paused by the gate and 
waved, and Liz waved back. She frowned, 
suddenly oppressed with the fecling, that 
there was something important she had to 
tell him. The thought refused to formulate 
itself, disappearing behind some barrier in 
Pegtind. The feeling faded away. It 
couldn't ree been anythir 
important, thought Liz 

She decided that when she did finally 
leave, she'd just go. She wouldn't even 
stop to say goodbye to the Doctor. 
Because if she did, he'd talk her our of 


ing 


ure stride 


very 
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THEY DISCARD THEM. 
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VE ALWAYS i YES, DOCTOR 


BE eee one 4 ANDO THERE ARE 
BE A HIGHLY UNCER- | + 
|] RATED WORLD)LEELA = mae Racks HERE 
IT HAS A UNIQUE ETHER- + 
EALITY, SUBTLY UND- = 
| ERLINED BY ITS OWN 


STARK, BARREN 
AMBIENCE... 


NOTICED 
THAT TOO! 


A MAAKRIAN WHY IS THAT 
SWAMP- BEAR IS INTERESTING, 
ATTEMPTING TO BITE DOCTOR? 
THE HINDLEG OFFA 
TEKAZOID 
CAVE-BEAST. 


"AH... THINGS ARE BECOMIN 
SLIGHTLY CLEAR, 


YES, A DUEL!’ 
——— 


"WELL! FOR ONE THING, THE MAAK - 
RIAN SWAMP-BEAR IS A PECULIAR 
SHAPE OF GREEN... AND FOR ANOTHER, Sa 
THE TWO SPECIES NORMALLY EXIST "YOU'D THINK THEY 
AT OPPOSITE ENDS OF THE GALAXY." COULD FIND A MORE 
2 ae qT} | 2/6nir1e0 Way TO 
SPEND AN AFTERNOON.” 


MLL EXPLAIN DOCTOR, IF 
‘ON THE WAY. WE'RE 
GOING TO EN 
THIS NONSENSE Ve 
RIGHT NOW. / 


WHAT'S ae 
“HONOURABLI E ABO 


N 


ANKTRA HAS DRAWN FIRST 


i: (= a 
ix BARBARIAN. 


ANKTRA HAS FOLLOWED 
SUT AS_A a (AD'ATH 
GLADIATOR. 


THERE 1S AN UNDEN/- 
ABLE EXHILARATION ANKTRA gy: HIMSELF 
Ree SEN SAL ING 4 GRIN AS He ta 

CRESS KESTRAL 


THEY POSSESS BOTH 
AM Me 


GRACE AND. 
(TIS SOUNLIKE THEIR 
TRUE EXISTENCE. 


THIS IS 7 5 
3 YES,AND 
Bees “ KEES 
DOCTOR? “ - c THEY MAY WELL. 
= HAVE COME HERE 
ALONE... 


wr 1M 


BR LUCK FOR A 
» CHANGE! 


THIS 
MUST BE THE 
RESIDENT 
WATCHDOG... / 


> ae 


Be SOMETIME 


NOW AS | RECALL, 
NESSIE WAS GUIDED By 
AN ULTRASONIC PULSE 
PERHAPS | CAN THROW 
MY SONIC SCREW— 
ORIVER INTO THE 
WORKS... 


LA, RUN 
FOR THE OUTER 
CORRIPOR, NOW! 


KESTRAL COLINTERS AS 
A POLAR MOR: 


KORJAN'S REFLEXES ARE Veg: RETREATS: FRANTIC- 

Ae ie oe IES tet Ly SEARCHING FOR A 
IN IMMEDIATE HINDRANCE. H TO RETALIA 

s a MIND 6 STREAMS OUTWARDS... 


Ss, ” 
/T IS A MISTAKE. THE. 


| .. THEY 
COLLECT BEINGS 
FROM VARIOUS WORLDS, 
SCAN THEIR BODY-PRINTS 
OH, AND USE A RATHER CRUDE 
THE ZYGONS ENERCY/MASS INTERFACE 
NEED THEM TO RE-CREATE THEMSELVES 
VERY MUCH / IN THEIR CAPTIVES’ 
> ALIVE... . IMAGES 


EXCUSE 
ME GENTLEMEN; 
WOULD ONE OF You 
HAPPEN TO BE THE 
OWNER OF A BLACK 
DYNACRON -PRIVE 
STAR-CRUISER? 


PRINTS...HAVE 
BEEN W/PED! 
MA BUT WHO COULD 


'M_AFRAID 


YOUR VEHICLE 
1S BLOCKING QUITE 
TRAFFIC. 
ft 


WILL A/LL TH 
ZYGONS 
POCTOR...? 


Ces 


Wl 
WAS A DISTINCT 
POSSIBILITY UNTIL. 
1 POINTED Leak THAT 


YOU KNOW, 
I'VE FOUND TODAY 
VERY RELAXIN: 
LEELA— WE SHOULD 
TAKE A BREAK 
MORE OFTEN 


Stories counted in their original UK transmission for 
mat (e.g. The Five Doctor) as 1, Resurrection of the Daleks 
and Attack of rhe Cybermen as 2) including Shadaas six 
Jes. This gives 4 total of 156 stories and 701 


episodes. 

tH DOCTOR Storie Episod 
First Doctor 13 
Second Doctor 128 
Third Doctor i 130 
Fourth Doctor i 181 
Filth Doctor 1 ( 
Sixth Doctor it 3 
seventh Doctor 1 A 


Not inclutting appearances in ‘flashbacks! fram stock 
alieks, ete.) ot 


footage (e.g. Barthshock, Resurrection af th 


From An Unearthly Child to The Power of the Daleks 
Episode One, plus The Three Doctors and The Five Doctor 
(played by Richard Hurndalf). Excluding The Keys of 
Jita 


de, The Keys of Marinus: Te 


Marinus: The Scream 


sion to the noton in which the 


Doctor does not appear, aind also Te Massacre: The Sea 
1 The Massacre: Priest of Death in which Williars 


Begugtey 
Hartnell plays the Abbot of Amboise only, Inchiditig The 
Colestial Toymaker; The Dancing Floar in which the 
ed by Albert Ward, The Tent 
Je 3 in which the Doetor js played by Gordon Craix 


sodes where the Pocte nly heard (e.g. The 


ynurker: The Hall of Dolls) and epise 
appears in the reprise only (e.x. The Dalek Invasion of 


Earth of Tomarrow) 


War Game 
Pive Doctors, and 


Including The Wheel in Space Episode 2in 


From The Tenth Planet Episode 4 to 


Episode Ten, phis The Turce 1 


The Tw 


which Chris Jeffries plays the Doctor, The Seed 
Episode Four in which Tommy Laitd plays the Doctor, and 


vhich Patrick Troughton appears 


g. The Web of Fear Episode 
arhead from Space to Robot Part One, plus The 


Evom Planet af the Spiders Part Six to Castrovalva Part 


Ine, plus The Five Doctors, Inchiding Shada 


From Logopolis Part Four to The Caves of Androzani Part 


THE COMPANIONS AND UNIT TEAM 


Susan Foremar 
lan Chesterton 

Barbara Wright 

Vicki 

Steven Taylor 

Kataring 

sara Kingdom 

Dorothea (Dodo) Chaplet 
Polly 

Ben Jackson 

Jamie MeCrimmon 

Victoria Waterfield 

Brigadier Lethbridge-Stewart 
Zoe Herrio 
Corporal/Sergeant/RSM Be 
Blizabeth Shaw 

Josephine Grant 

Captain Michael Yates 
Corporal Bell 

Sarah Jane Smith 

Harry Sullivan 


Leela 

K9 Mark | 

K9 Mark 11 
Romanadvoratrelundar (A) 
Romanadvoratrelundar (B) 
Adric 

Nyssa 

Tegan Jovanike 

Vislor Turlou 
Kamelion 
Perpugilliam (Peri) Brown 
Melanie 
Dorothy (Ace) 


An Unearthly Child to The Dalek Ii 
net, plus Te Doctor 
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5 SOG ofthe Da leks E 
5 ime Monster Episod 
. The Three Doctors, The Gi 


Robot, Terrar of the Zygons 
our (Levene plays an 


© From Spearhead from Space to Inferno, plus The Five 
Doctors (as a'phantom'). nding Jaferno ii 
J ction Le 
‘T Krom Tervor of the Autons to The Green Death. 
Comprising Terror of the Autons to The Claws of. 
Deemons, Day of the Daleks Episode: 
The Time Monster 
isades Four to § 
a Sania 
Comprising Mind of Evi is One to Four and 
ss of Axos Episode Ons 

From) The Time Werrior to The Hand of Fear, plus The 
Five Doctors. Not including K9 and Company: A Girl's Best 
Friend. 
“ From Robot to Terror of the Zygons, plus The Android 
Invasion Part Four (lan Marter plays and android only in 
Parts Two atid Three). 
= From The Face of Evil to The Invasion of Time, 
* From The Invisible Enemy Part Two to The Invasion of 
Time Part Six. Excluding Imaye of the Fendakl Parts Two 
and Thre 
” Prom The Operation to Warriors’ Gute, including 
Shada Parts xcluding The Ribas Operation 

ut Two, The Power of Kroll, Destiny of the Daleks Parts 
Two to Pour, City of Death, The Leisure Hive Parts Two to 
Four and State of Decay I 


= From Full Circle to Eartl 
Flight Part Two and a memory 
Part Four, 
From The Ki ) 
in The Caves of / d nding Logopotis 
Part One and Kinda Parts Two and Three 
™ From Logopolis to Resurrection of the Daleks, plus a memo: 
ry in The Caves of Androzani Part Four. Excluding 
Infinity Part One, 
” From Mawdryn Undead to Planet of Fire, plus a memory 
in The of Androzani Part Four. 

sing The King's Demons, Planet of Fire and as a 
memory in The Caves of Androzani Part Four. 

From Planet of Fire to The Trial ofa Time Lord Part 


1 The Trial ofa Time Lord Part Nine to Dragoufire, 
Dragonfive to Survival. 


“HARACTE! 


Lytton 
The Rani 
balom Glitz" 


The Time Meddler and The Daleks 
The Dateks’ M 
7 Abominable Snowmen and The Web of 
Terror of the Autons, The Mind of Evil Episac 
The Claws of Axos, Co 
The Decmon: 
Episodes Three to Six. 
Three Doctors Episodes Two to Four and Are of 
Infinity 
Genesis of the Daleks, Destiny of the Daleks Episodes Two 
to Four, Resurrection of the Daleks, Revelation of the Da 
Remembrance of the Daleks Parts Three and Four 
° The Deadly Assassin and The Keeper of Traken. 
The Deadly in Parts One, Two and Four, The 
In ras One to Three, Five and Six, Are of 
Infinit i) Doctors 
* The Ribos Operation Part One, a voice in The Stones of 
Blood Par ‘nlightenment Parts One and Four 
” The Armageddon Factor Part Six, Mawdryn Undead, 
Terminus. lightenme 
"The Keeper of Traken Part Four, Logopolis, Castrovalva, 
Time-Flight, The King’s Demons, The Five Doctors, Planet of 
Fire Parts Two to Four, 7 of Androzani Part Four 
(asa memory), The Mark of the Rani, The Trial of'a Time Games, Mau 
Lord Parts Thirteen and Fourteen, Survival Thi Tee We 
! Are of Infinity and The Five Doctors. The Monster 
ion of the Daleks and Attack of the Cybermen. 
tof the Rani und Time and the Rani. 
Trial of a Time Lord Parts One, Two, Three, Four 
een, Fourteen, and Dragonsire 
Monsters 
MONSTERS * The Se 
Stories Cameos 
Ini of 
The Daleks 16 i ' Kinda, Sna 
The Cybermen 9 ? Vengean 


The Cybermats 3 Episodes 5 


a 


[eengeling, ™ 
ears 


“i iol 
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renda Jones had had more than 

enough, Fourteen years she'd been 

maried to Harry and never had he 
so much as lifted a cloth. Their idle son 
Peter was no herter, stuck up in his room 
with that roren pop music nee ‘cll all 
heme Pests young Debbie, galli- 
vanting about with that crowd of lads... It 
was all 100 much. 

Brenda took down her old suitcase 
from the wardrobe,threw in her few 
belongings and slammed the lid down, 
She took a deep breath. Yes, of course she 
was doing the right thing, If she didn’t 
leave now, she never would, 

And then the voice whispered: Think 
about it, Brenda, love. You know you don't 
want to leave. Not really. You want to stay 
here, with your family. 

Brenda had often heard the Voice, It 
spoke to her whenever she felt depressed 
or lonely, offering guidance and reassur- 
ance. Its suggestions always seemed so sen- 
sible and practical. 

That's it, Brenda. Have yourself a nice 
long lie-down and forget all of this silly 
leaving nonsense. 

Brenda smiled and nodded, The Voice 
was right, as always. She lec the suitcase fall 
from her grip and slipped back onto her 
bed. 


There, that wasn't difficult, was it? said 
the Voice. You deserve some time to yorself 
And in the morning you'll feel as right as 
vain. 

Brenda yawned and closed her eyes. 
She hoped that she would sleep well 
tonight. Recently, her dreams had been 
disturbing, with strange guns and big 
silver helicoprets in them. Ir was a bie like 
something out of one of those space pro- 
grammes on the telly. Tonight, she knew 
somehow, the Voice would help her 
dream sensible dreams about knitting par- 
tens or party caesShe mumbled con- 
tentedly and fell asleep. 

‘The bedroom door opened and two 
tall, thin figures walked in. They wore 
Jong black robes and their heads were'con- 
cealed under hoods. The first opened 
Brenda's suitcase and put everything, back 
where ir belonged. ‘The second produced a 
syringe from the folds of his cloak, He 
rolled cis Bee's sete and applied few 
her forearm. 

Wall done, the Voice told them. Rerum 
10 the duty room. Ll call you again if cheve’ 
a relapse. This specimen has been unreliable 
of lute, although the test results have been 
fuscinating. 


Nearby, a blue light began to flash 
illogically in mid-air. A few seconds later, 
the police box shell of the TARDIS faded 
up noisily from transparency. 

“The door flew‘open and the skin-clad 
Leela sprang out, every sense alert, Her 
eyes darted from side to side as she took in 
her surroundings. This place was not as 
the Doctor had described it 

“Ger back inside, quickly!” The 
Doctor's curly head popped indignantly 
from the TARDIS. “You can’t go around 
dressed like tat in the middle of..” His 
voice trailed off as he looked around. 
“London?” 


“Ido not like this British Museum, 
Doctor,” said Leela. “Where are the trea- 
sures of art and science?” 

The Doctor snorted. “This isn’t the 
British Museum.” He nodded up at the 
blazing stin and loosened his scart. “I don't 
think i's even the British Isles. 1 thought 
Id fixed that space/time overlap.” 

The TARDIS had materialised bet- 
ween two large, featureless concrete blocks 
thar dwarfed it. Exactly identical blocks 
stretched away in each direction. Beyond 
them, the time travellers glimpsed a high 
wire security fence, 

“1 do not like this place, Doctor,” 
repeated Leela. “I sense evil all around us.” 

“Nonsense,” said the Doctor as he 
strode off nonchalantly, "Why do you 
always have to be so melodramanic” 

Leela trailed after him, There was no 
sign of life, but she was beginning to regret 
leaving her knife in the TARDIS, where 
the Doctor had been using it to peel 
potatoes. "So, where are we 

“Well, we're definitely on Earth,” he re- 
pet “One of the desert regions, I think, 

wut I can'r place the period from these 


buildings.” He stopped to ¢x 
qeateet Cd be cere ta 
complex.” He walked along th 
the wall, searching for a way 
must bea door along here. 

Teel veaied ai esearter 
She did nor share the Doctor: 
about this strange place. 


Suddenly a raucous clatte 


The Doctor hurried bac 
shading his eyes to mak 
machines. 
Leela tugged at his arm." 
TARDIS!” 

He shook her 0 
we can find out where we 
helicopters hovered closer he ste 
the open and waved up at then 
The Doctor's optimism 
by a hail of bullets from the 
He flung himself to the ground 
pe wheeled about for anoth 
picked himself up and ran 


for cover between two blocks, to their 
ene An slace teem teessuind aud a 
Ge eas rel ae perce a a 
Hehed by air patrol iw Red Seotor Five. 
Fre enn ned Sc Fs 

he Doctor pulled Leela Rat against a 
wall. I's shadow kept them from She asa 
Squad of locked, hooded Ggures hurtied 
past Each exried a long-nosed rifle. 

ech acanipeel his oe eT tance ens 

ah.” 

Walle sone! 9F Us acipecciane the 6: 
dial Gunner out ites? he Doce 
ripbed candy. “AR Thought ss." 

“Whar is i?” 

“What does it loak like?" The Doctor 
indicated a door in the block directly 
opposite them. He mn lover and started 
work with his sonic screwdriver. 

Keck seats peidead up mene moad be 
prealinllp of mock earls, They wold 
Rape eopiecal dor csorecn tend: 
cover the Doctor. She made her decision 
inva fraction of a scoond. Without a word 
she darted from cover and ran to meet 
them, 

"The axants opted re invuandy|(She 
cede see tuliees il pascal cae 
and led them away from the Doctor, 
towards another of the blocks. She ran 
sap tito arither pleted, Teel chee 
Ree es We ars anon pra 
fllig River de eon Se ed Seek 
sajdenlia sancti eet 
shock at his fextases: THICK veins pubsed 
Praca scamnriall emeead only bye 
puta per GE ReaB The ptuliie eeards 
Fad ihow cuphr up and anaethcr they sib 
pasa 

“Waid!” 

The command came from a tall, 
Rtrigiatest Iodine maa orcniners 
front qlags bolting neat, Hecaned g 
dlipboand andl wrote a’ white coazand a 
ee cee anh 

“Kill me now,” Leela snarled unwisely, 
“Ldosnot ar death.” 


‘The newcomer sighed. “This must be 
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the togue the air patrol reported, 
Twentieth century subculture, by the look 
BEER clothing.” He consilted his dip- 
board, “Twentieth century. That's Block 
Nineteen." 

The hooded guards remained still, 
uncomprehending. 

“Block Nineteen, comprendo?” the 
man/shoured. "And hurry her back. Too 
Jong in the open and she may overcome 
the conditioning,’ 

The guard who had fought Leela 
frodded and gestured to the others. They 


started to carry her away. She struggled 
and kicked frantically, your hands 
off me, dead one!” 

The man watched them disappear 
around the corner. After fourteen years it 
‘was pethaps inevitable thar some of the 
specimens would break through their 
conditioning and escape from their 
environments. It was irrelevant now, 
anyway. The tests were almost over. 


‘The door clicked open at last. The Doctor 
chuckled. “Bah. No: challenge at all. Not 
fir to be called a lock, really. I've seen 
berter secured _piggy-banks. Now, as I 
recall, Alcarraz..” 

His shoulders dropped as he noticed 
Leela's absence, For a moment he con- 
sidered going after her. But whatever fate 
might have befallen her, he stood a better 
chance of doing something about it from 
inside. He slipped through the door, 
shutting it behind him. 

‘The air conditioned corridor within 
proved as uninspiring as the extetior. The 
only feature was a metallic harstand that 
sported several long white coats. “Oh, that 
is careless,” said the Doctor as he took 
down the nearest, “People really shouldn't 
leave these things lying about. It's asking 
for trouble.” 

He pushed open an inner door, ascen- 
ded a flight of stairs and entered a large 
room filled with consoles, monitors and 
computers, The Doctor identified one of 
the machines as a neural scanner and 
another as a Gersataski scan, used for the 
recording of mental impulses. White- 
coated technicians with clipboards bustled 
about their duties, Five large screens were 
mounted on the facing wall. Each dis- 


played a different section of a primitive 
wooden dwelling. The centre screen 
showed a scruffy looking bearded man 
dressed in rough woollen garments. He 
appeared confused and was staring into 
space, as if listening. 

Be still now, Wulfien, somebody was 
saying, The Doctor noted a small, balding 
man talking into a flexible microphone on 
his desk. Sleep now and fret none the more. 
That's the way. 

The eyes of the man on the screen clos- 
ed. He swayed and collapsed onto a pile of 
straw. 

Irritated that nobody had noticed him, 
a state of affairs he was unaccustomed to, 
the Doctor coughed. The bald man blink- 
ed at him in surprise,then smiled and 
offered his hand. "OF course, forgive me. 
You're the Observer, from Head Office. 
We've been expecting you.” 

The Doctor pumped the offered had 
vigorously. He'd been hoping someone 
would say something like that. “Now, 
Mister 
Doctor,” the small man corrected. 
octor Harold Score,” 
I'm so sorry, Doctor Scorfe,” the Doc- 
tor said. "Now, we Observers often say 
that the best way to observe something is 
to come to it fresh. I'd like you to aes 
your work here to me as if | knew norhing 
about it.” 

Scorfe’s smile broadened. It was rare; 
the Doctor could tell, for anyone to & 
an interest in him. “Well, as you know, sir, 


my duty is to ensure the smooth runnis 
of the tests in this block.” 

“Oh, really?” the Doctor said seriously. 
He pointed ar the centre screen, “So what 
exactly is going on in there now? 

Two guards were now visible on the 
screen. They were attending to the uncon- 
scious body of the bearded man. 

Scorfe flushed and coughed. “Well, si 
he said nervously, “now that the tests are 
coming to an end, it is occasionally neces- 
sary to restrain a specimen and reinforce 
his conditioning. They have been in their 
environments for fourteen years, after all. 
Even the illusion of freedom our drugs 
have given them cannot last forever.” 

The Doctor looked at another of the 
screens where a woman and two children 
were chopping wood. He noticed that 
small grey disce had been attached to their 
foreheads, presumably to relay their 
thoughts to the control room that the 
Doctor and Sorte wer 

“You sce, sir,” Scorfe continued, “each 
Block contains a perfectly recreate 
historical environment, in this case the first 
century AD. The psycho-sociological data 
we discover from each period is collated 
and stored away by my staff here, ready to 
be cross-checked with the findings of the 
other Blocks.” 

The Doctor gave an official sounding 
grunt of approval. “You're certain that the 


he asked. “The 


conditioning 
¢ themselves to be 


specimens st 
living in the past? 

“Gh yes, sit,” Scorfe replied. “Their 
previous lives have been wiped from their 
minds. And I firmly believe they are 
happier here. | mean to say, sir, the inner 
cities are so depressing,” 

The Doctor nodded. “Yes, ghastly. 
Well, thank you, Doctor Scorfe. Now, I 
really must be going,” He made for che 
door. 


“What 


ita moment,” called Scor 


is tha 

‘The Doctor tumed. Scorfe was point 
ing at the tailing ends of his scarf, which 
dangled from the tails of his disguise. “Ah,” 
the Doctor said. He beckoned Scorfe over 
and whispered, “It's a new security device 
developed by Head OF 

“Really?” boggled the scientist, com- 
pletely taken in. 

The Doctor unburtoned his white coat, 
hoisted up his scarf and looped it around 
Scorfe's legs. “There you sce? 

Scorfe stared down, confused. “And 
then 

And then you do this,” 


said the 
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Doctor, He pulled both-ends and Scorfe 
tumbled to the floor, His colleagues 
tured and looked in amazement. 

“The Doctor threw off his disguise and 
collected his scatf. “Sorry to disturb you,” 
he said and rushed off. He threw open the 
inner door — to be confronted by a squad 


cof ards, 


Brenda was setting the table wh 
burst into the room, She had 
so excited in years, 

“Bren, love. You'll t 

“Whar is it? Can't 

"No love, listen." 
in the kitchen!” 

Brenda sighed 


hood of the first had slipped, back 
lien face. Tt was a Prolon — 
was it! The State had called them 
deal with the Portland riots of 2217 
Other things were coming back to her. 


She remembered signing the contract. It 


Bader lke ait deal phuce yenreok 
medical tests for this company in return 
for seven million dolllars, Bue thar had 
been fourteen years ago She'd been trick- 
ed. And her name wan’rBrenda Jones. 
“Yes, gitl,” she told Leela. “Yes, I'll 
fight.” 


“I've a terrible headache,” the Doctor 
groaned as he recovered consciousness. 
"Where was | last night? More to the 
point, where am T now? 

He looked up from the chair he was 
strapped into. Standing over him were 
Ge eed gia ediearel a ealeelcted 
woman, dressed in black. 

“This is our control centte, Doctor,” 
said the woman, gesturing around at the 
chattering machinery surrounding them. 
“Lam the Director of the tests.” 

‘The Doctor smiled, "Oh really? How 
perfectly charming it is, too, All chat 
yacuum forming, very chic... By the way, 
how do you know my name?” 

‘The Director produced a thick roll of 
computer print-out. “I ran a Gersataski 
scin on your brain while you were resting, 
Doator. It makes fascinating reading. You 


a2 


teed ca conc 
failed. Nobody knows why.” 

“Can't imagine,” the Doctor mumbled, 
Mile ee bios 

“What my company has created here, 
the Distectam en tnGedene Wie ereateae 
sociological snudly, of all time. From our 
recreation and examinasion of many dif 

sce see alee 
detailed document on the essential nanure 
of homo sapiens. Their strengths and 
weaknesses. Such information would be of 
Tralee nn alt onirmeses ere? 

The Doctor's jaw dropped: 
going wo soll our the entire human nace 

The Director nodded. “And retire to 
the ourer’ planets on the proceeds. But 
thie dhe weighed the mateauciaRer 
fanidis ia nbaicetas Canes Vode wail 
state is so deluc Doctor, I've half a 
fect eo pila te 

“The Diets bane eke nally Ree 
You ‘can't gp round, publishing pope's 
braits without their permission. That's 
theft of intellectual property,” he splut- 
feestiinod Salas Tier 
gee 


ed the guards for- 


or smiled and 

ed was the 

icked a series of 
er-present hum of 
ceased instantly, “Tha 


re'll be no way to contain 


mens, 
ddenly he heard shots, cries of alarm 
a large explosion. 

“That was quick,” he murtere 
“Doctor?” he heard Leela ‘calling. 

“In here,” he called back. She ran into 
the room, knife raised, an expression of joy 
on het face, 

“{ have freed the prisoners in Block 
Ree cane eectnibay 
The rebellion against the dead ones is 
spreading, We have taken some of their 
weapons. Come, let us rejoin the 
st 


nugele. 
THe chook his head and sighed. “Do 
you always have to be so enthusiastic? 

“Ie is good t© enjoy war, Doctor,” she 
replied, 

Tt is much beter to enjoy culture,” he 
said firmly, “We're going straight back to 
the TARDIS and ler these people sore 
things out for themselves.” 

“They may need our help, Doctor” 
Leela proxested. 

“The TARDIS,” he said empharcally. 
ibe disse more HE neue ee 
for one day.” 

Leela sighed and hurried our. Before 
the Doctor followed her, he picked up the 
princ-out of the mind scan carried out by 
the Director. He read the first few lines 
and laughed, heartily. 

“Well, {never knew shat.” 
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mit, quite an adventure: even by the 
Doctor's standards. And, as he was 
forever fond of pointing out when there 
Sigs NT Ge haa Ts 
the Doctor's standards were exacting Any 
man with experience of however many 
undies of ear of trurss and vice 
situdes certainly earned Tegan's respécr, 
although her opinion of his long-term 
memory had been taking a few knocks of 
late. She had beer enthralled by his first- 
hand account of the Bartle of Waterloo; 
how he had stood at Wellington's side as 
the German mercenaries sealed the fate of 
the French. She had later been less im- 
essed whi told exactly the same story a 
few days later, although this time the 
Doctor claimed to have been standing 
with Napoleon. Perhaps ie was possible for 
him to have been in both at once, 
‘As he approached her, Tegan looked 
ly into his impenetrable blue eyes 

and decided that as far as the Doctor was 
concemed, you could never be sure abour 


any 
The double doors of the TARDIS were 
wide open and a warm breeze watted into 
the console room. Outside, a balmy 
evening was beginning on Kolkokron and 
‘egan stood watching the Doctor's slow 
return, her face inclined cowards the low 
¢ of mountains. Earlier, the Doctor 
had disppediad i dae ite ana 
the dormant Gravis in an unlikely 
wheelbarrow-fike contraption, possessed of 
large, round ghiuster pads ‘instead of 
wheels. Hé had struggled off into thé 
fading pifielighe wich a cherry waveand a 
Siiined "Back in a tick”, urtered throught 
clenched teeth. Wryly, Tegan wondered 
whether the ehrusters were taking as auch 
cof the Taetator's weight as the Doctor 


had predicted. 

“All done and @usted,” annétuneed the 
Doctor happily upon his rerurn, “He's 
unlikely to get up te much rich 
think we've jig time for some tea before 
we collecrffurough and say our farewell 
1 they@olanists on Frontios.” He went 
through the doors into the TARDIS, his 
Yoive carting in the still, dusty air. “Oe 
for each person and one for the pot/Aind, 
stir thirty timies if you don't have the 
patience to let it brew. 


[opts Ser Se 


you down is he? Something like thae 


adolescent, Tegan, and liable to be a bit 
Well, you have to remember, he's an 


difficult. We were all young once. Even 


head popped around the doors again. 
“Tegan? Coming?” 

Sire looked at his eager face and 
suppressed a/smile, His enthusiasm was 
certainly contagious. Bur their most recent 
adventure had set her thinking, 


thing you said. Abour Earth. About 
eons of Fonts being the Inst, dhe 


The Doctor tumed away as though he 
hadn't head, shielding his eyes and gazing 
at the sinking pink sun. “Turlough getting: 
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me. And besides, he was an absolute brick 
on Frontios...” 

“Doctor, you're not listening.” 

“Hmmm?” 

“Lwant to know what happens to my 
home. In the future. I have a right to 


“| thought I'd explained,” said the 
Doctor, sill nor tuming round. “The des- 


you understand that, Tegan? C 
tise and fall. Stars grow and dic. People, 
places, galaxics... Nothing is fixed. 
Otherwise, where 


wo di fan be 
T pF dhertock and gently 
Be eying the warm 
Deere ete SABE in. “You don't 
Have fo taeaeak wit eitzloves, Doctor,” 
the milieaured event's just thar ic 
epee eee tere. | remember 
‘Nyssa telling me about Traken...” 

OThere yous then” The Doctor 
futned nie heels his Randls Rapping ax 
Rese eaeiaideing” Lraken, 
Nyssa's homeworld, had been descroyed 
in fhe Heod@Penmopetcleased by the 
Mseren Lagopolis around the time that 
“Tegan hdl Rtg mnet theDocir. 

TRG eaReet a penetrating 
ware. But she never saw exec what 

ped = bly Hom g stance. How ic 
pee Rea 

"The Esai etaueseiclow and pick- 
ed up alfred herimbly col, lerting ic 
slip through kis hands. “The people of 
Traken were wiped out, Tegan. That's the 
diferente eetarameton Fioncios aif 


living proof of your species’ absolute 
refusal to give in. 's time may be up, 
but humanity itself, with all its foibles, sal 
goes on. Frontios, Refisis, Balanystra...” 
“Yes, yes, I know that. And ithe But 
I really need to see how it stops. ‘The 


ts. 

“The end of the world?” asked the 
Doctor quietly. Tegan nodded. “Is that 
wise?” he contin 

“I'm nota kid...” 

“No, no of course not. Bur we're nor 
talking abou a visit to the dentist, Tegan. 
Watching the destruction of one's home- 
world could induce all sorts of nasi 
traumas. Each of us has an affinity wid 
our own planet. A connection, It runs very 
deep. Deeper than you can know.” 

“I need to see it,” said Tegan, firmly. 

The Doctor looked her in the eye and 
recognised his companion's stecly 
determination. He fiddled with the rather 
wizened stick of celery in his lapel and 
said, almost under his breath, “All right. 
But just a glimpse, We mustn't get 
ase had ‘expected Tegan's thanks, he 

n's » he 
ea? inercly nodled, 
walking with head bowed into the 
aes 

lent », He sniffed resi hy, 
hoping that the Gravis was indeed our of 
action, and ducked back inside the Ship. 
Within a few moments, the hazy air was 
disturbed by a strangulated, grating whine 
and the TARDIS disappeared from 
Kolkokron. 


Tegan was standing against the 
roundeled wall, chewing a thumbnail 
anxiously, The Doctor shot her a glance 
and then immediately busied himself at 
the console, ficking switches and studying 
screens with an almost feverish intensity. 
“1 just hope this short hop won't queer 
our pitch,” he said quietly. 

“Hmmm?” 

“Returning to Frontios, I mean, The 
old girl's taken such a beating of late. I 
should hate to leave Plantagenet with a 
sulky Turlough as.a farewell present.” 

‘The Doctor slipped his spectacles out of 
his coat and oe pushed them up 
onto his forehead, as though forgetting 
why he had needed them in the first place, 
He squinted at a fuzzy read-out and then 
patted his pockets absenely in search ofan 
apparently elusive object. 

Pir gan dared her thivarand plea 
the Doctor's forehead. He myopicall 

red ae her and then, loge et 

poppe them onto the bridge of 

his nose with a cheery smile. "There we 
are. Nearly there. Just a slight compen- 
He tailed off again and then 


sation... 
closed his eyes as the TARDIS material- 
ised with a particularly unserdling bump. 


Susha found herself almost laughing, 
Instinctively, she put a gnarled brown 


hand to her lips and suppressed the urge 
bur chen, shrugging, let herself go, givin 
voice to a peal of giggles which echoe 


across the plains. the fit was over, 
she wandered to the rain barrel and 


splashed tepid water into her face. The 
laughter left a cheerful warmth in her 


sto) 
Above the broad and dusty land, the 
sun blazed with unaccustomed ferocity. 
ed pedir ats dks Se deal 
lown in the st She glanc 

‘at her arthritic wrist where the ancient 
chronometer she was fond of wearing had 
left a deep indentation. I didn’t matter to 
her thar the twenty-four hour clock had, 
been abandoned a millennia before. Ic 
didn’t even matter that she had very little 
cause to know the hour. In fact, as the 
astronomers had long-since predicted, 
jing much martered any more. Time 

was almost up. = 
Susha gently rubbed her wrist, absently 
wondering where the watch could have 
got to. [twas great comfort to her, A link 
to the vanished civilisation. A kinder, 
better time. And now it was gone. She 


Cather hobbled out of the cabin, sun- 
burn showing on the wasted skin of his 
legs. He shified the makeshift crurch from 
fone arm to the other and shielded his eyes 
against the glare, 

“Susha?” 

The old woman rumed, the sun reflec- 
ting brilliantly off her round brown eyes, 
‘The boy stumbled towards her and, she 
kissed him lightly on the lips. "Whatll we 
do feday?"he ashe exerslgane ra 
auc lane atthe sun. 

ie oe 


“Yes. It's Penultima Day, isn’t it? 1 
counted on ae ee 
something on Penultima Day.” 

So she had. Bae y had been. 
Penultima Day. She'd thought it better to 
mislead the bay so that he wouldn't have 
time to be afraid. 

“What would you like to do?” 

The boy bir his lip, remembering the 
fishing he had done at the stream. Or the 
frenzied music and dancing they had all 
enjoyed before the colony ships’ 
embarkation. 

‘There was a deep rumble of thunder 
which Cuther seemed to feel in his bones. 
He shivered despite the stifling humidity 
of the day and glanced down at the old 
woman. He was about to speak when 
something caught his eye. In the middle 
distance, shimmered by the heat haze into 
a npling azure column, was a tall blue 


“Central Africa,” said the Doctor, dosing, 

the TARDIS doors. “In your terms at 

least. Countries and power blocs have 
ifted somewhat by now.” 

‘Tegan screwed up her eyes against the 
glare of the euentecling immediately 
une le in. ik it. A wide, 
flat, yellow plain stretched before them; a 
few stubby trees struggling through the 
soil. She had read somewhere that, 
the end of the world, there would be one 
last perfect day. In her imagination, it 
would have ne none pate 
summer one, the hours sliding gracef 
by into a dusky and beautiful final even- 
ing. But even as her foot made its first im- 
pnnt on the parched ground she could feel 


the sense of of fear in the air, a kind of 


electric panic. 
aise Doutod placed tas Panna bat 


oct 
conto his brow and looked about 
ie ion dagen noes He Be 


Tegan refrained from a 4 the 
hat it 


the reason for their visit. 


(hy ata 4) 


“[ don't know what I expected,” she 
murmured 

“But this isn't i? Ob, Earth has had its 
great, shining cities, believe me, Tegan. 


And more empires have risen and fallen 
since your time than you can count on 
yo ingers and toes. But all the arks will 
ve gone by now, Things are pretty 
quiet, 
Tegan frowned. “There's no-one left? 
Everyone's gone?” 
“Nor quite everyone.” The Doctor 
inclined his head towards a heat-shivered 
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igre, smn pil aco the pn 
rowards them. 


Cather couldn't remember the last time 
he had seen two such healthy looking 
individuals, In the months since Reeson 
and Kane and Luc had de he had 
been surrounded by the old and the sick. 
He stared in wonder at the tall, athletic 
youns man in the funny coar and the 
attractive woman by his side. He 
ak his wig nto the wily crutch 
and held up his one good hand. 
tor See one searching, his dee 
‘suitable preeting of the time. 
alee and keep," he offered without 
much confidence. 
“Bless and keep,” replied Cuther, 
Suga ‘a 


int are you? 
The Doctor doffed his hat. “Just 
visitors.” 
“Visitors? Weren't you on the arks? 
There's nothing wrong with you, is 
there?" 


“Not that T know of,"said Tegan. 
"Hew dyouinead™ 

Fe era tetiled Tan lich on 
ee an alto anes 
pombe eeiecok deetead. 

te aie owive Wir he evel 
chery indting the dean ain 
witibshae 

Sigh omens That sal The orem, 
the oes hat were let! mean they went 
swe 

ete ro andledihe 

etait ded coeely of 
back acfss the plain tothe cabin, “Today 
is Penulkima Day, you know that don't 
your” 


“Penultima Day?” queried Te 

“The day before?” suggested the Doctor 
uncertainly, glancing up at the furiously 

bluing un, a 
Tm you've come. It's not to 
San ly chasm aatal 
two, me and Susha.” Cuther almost seur- 
ried into the cabin, returning a moment 
later with the old woman, She regarded 
the Doctor and Tegan with indifferent 
s runing she ower helio a 


IGiaher prodiieed eye epindip bonds 
and held them aloft with glee. “These 
were for tomorrow. But we have to 
celebrate. ert. 

Gi the Doctor “And Tegan 


TBs esd Rye lees, yaa ced 
hel in asaifhand 
“Health.” A ctacked smile lit up her 


fob 
Gather and Tegan toasted in silence. 
“Bortoms up” aid the Doctor, 

Arhers war aiins fone MES 
“Fegan pura gentle hand on Cather arm. 

‘weren't you on any of the arks?” 

Gre se laahed nceche ¢ teee of 
binterness and sapped his withered legs. 
“ianerobvious?” 

Only he sroneseand frase eon 

gp, Tegan.” sid the Doctor gravely. “In 

GiGi te qeacatenne 

“Tegan's lee darkened. “Buc thats ob- 
Bee eee che ahi 
obNavis” 

= Secu peifeely cexsonablestceane 
Rlcoecocne Uva bea 


one swift movement. “There was a story 
my father used to tell me... From one of 
the old religions... 

Ba anal ene bi sw by cue 
said the Doctor 

Sasha nodded, "Simple reproduction, 
And my reproductive days are long gone. 

The Doctor tilted his har onto the back 
of his head and drank the warm liquid 
thoughtfully. “There's another version of 
that story.” 

Susha cocked an eyebrow, “Yes” 

Yes. Noah took the animals into the 
ark buche had to leave many, many others 
behind. The Unicorns, the Centaurs, the 


Pragmatism is the enemy of 


Tal Vin coment tote e Unicorn? 
croaked Susha, smiling, "And when 
tomorrow comes...” 

The Doctor looked at her and under- 
standing passed between them. 

“Yes, when tomorrow comes, well be 
ready. Won't we, my boy?” 

Cuther hobbled across the porch and 
held Susha tightly, 

The Doctor tapped Tegan on the 
shoulder and roe. “Well we have tobe 


Cer denched Kimsel om the old 
woman. “But | hoped you would stay. We 
could see i together.” 


‘Tegars looked searchingly at the Doctor 
an. “No. We'll... we'll see itin our 


Fee ar ck only ence as they 
the plain towards the TARDIS. 


“Well Tegan?” The Doctor's hands were 
already spread over a console panel. 

“How could they be souci/m about 
iv” 

The Doctor shook his head. “Perhaps 
they. cin feel that it's a nacural end. 
They're at 

He flicked a wee and the scanner 
screen hummed into life. Tegan could she 
an astonishing vista of stars and phinets, 
dominated by avi boiling sun Lea 

of vapours expanding fom its ds, She 

It the Doctor's arm close around her 
shoulder and the comforting tones of his 


“Brave heart.” 
And suddenly she sun erupted ino 
molten fire a dain ctinson explosion 
as its mass expanded beyond reason. In the 
midst of i ‘saw a tiny blue and 


green planet worl ou val into space. 
The seas fury filled the entire 
screen: until the Doctor shut off the scan- 
ner and let his arm fall to his side. 

Instead of the grief or rage she had been 
expecting, Tegan found herself over- 
oeinetby a the sheer beauty of the sight. 
As the reassuring hum of the console 
room ors oe eee encroached on her 

over to the Doctor and 
lased him on the cheek. “Thank you.” 

He smiled, a locke of blond hair falling 
into his eyes. “Yes, well. Let's see what we 
can do about co-ordinates for the Veruna 
system, hmmm? All systems go and back 
10..." His face lit up as he sensed an awful 
pun, “Back to, 

“Don't say it.” ie a broad grin 
spreading across her 


1963 
1964 
1965 
1966 
1967 


THIRTY YEARS OF 
DOCTOR WHO 
IN. FICTION 


The Doctor and his granddaughter are discovered in the Totter's 

Lane junk yard by Ian and Barbara 

Susan, the Doctor's granddaughter leaves the TARDIS crew, to stay 

with David Campbell 

The Doctor encounters another of his mysterious race, the 

Meddling Monk 

The Doctor collapses ill, and his companions Ben and Polly watch in 

astonishment as he regenerates 

The Doctor travels to the planet Telos and discovers the 

Cybermen's long-lost tombs 

UNIT, led by Brigadier Lethbridge-Stewart, suffer their baptism of 

fire against the Cybermen 

The Doctor is captured by his own people, the Time Lords, and 

put on trial 

The Doctor is exiled to Earth, where he teams up with UNIT to fight 

alien invaders 

The Doctor's Academy nemesis travels to Earth to try and thwart 

the Doctor 

ie Time Lords bring the first three Doctors together to confront 
mega 

The Doctor's freedom to explore time and space is restored. His 

first visit is to the planet Inter-Minor 

Linx the Sontaran reveals the name of the Doctor's hame planet, 

Gallifrey 

The Doctor returns to Skaro to try and stop the development of 

the Daleks 

For the first time since his exile, the Doctor visits Gallifrey to combat 

a disfigured Master 

ae Doctor gains a new, robotic, companion — the mobile comput- 

er K9 

The Doctor-is sent on a mission by the White Guardian to retrieve 

the legendary Key to Time 

The Black, Guardian threatens the Doctor, who fits the 

Randomiser to the TARDIS to aid his escape 

The TARDIS travels through a CVE and the Doctor is temporarily 

lost in the pocket universe, E-Space 

ae Master usurps a new body and returns to regularly plague the 
octor 

Adric, the Doctor's young companion from E-Space, dies defending 

Earth from the Cybermen 

Four of the five Doctors combine their skills to defeat the megalo- 

manical Time Lord President, Borusa 

On the planet Sarn the Doctor is forced to destroy his shape-changing 

robotic companion Kamelion 

For the first time since leaving Totter's Lane, the TARDIS exterior 

temporarily changes from a Police Box 

On trial once more, the Doctor's prosecutor is revealed to be a possi- 

ble future incarnation 

The Doctor's companion Mel leaves, despite the fact that the two 

have never-actually met as far as the Doctor can remember 

The Doctor returns to Totter's Lane in 1963, shortly after he left, to 

fight the Daleks and retrieve the Hand of Omega, a highly destructive 

Time Lord weapon 

After defeating the Master on the planet of the Cat People, the 

Doctor and Ace head back to the TARDIS for more adventures... 

The Mandragora Helix re-asserts its influence in twentieth century 

England 

The Doctor and Ace encounter the malevolent Timewyrm in 

ancient Mesopotamia 

After Ace geo abandons the Doctor, he gains a new travelling 

companion, Bernice Summerfield 

The Third Doctor, the Brigadier and Sarah Jane combine to battle 

the Paradise of Death 
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y Ma used to tell a story ‘bout 

the day I was born. Always the 

same, like the details were 
scratched into her memory the way I used 
to carve my name in the bark of trees 
when Iwasa lad. I never gave it much 
attention, ‘cept for the normal fancies of 
childhood, but as my life went on, I 
thought more and more on it. Ma and Pa 
lived in a prefab, out along the banks of 
the Potomac, They were nicely set up 
there — Pa done well out of the Dalek 
invasion. Food was scarce, and he corner 
ed the black market sellin’ catfish from the 
river in Washington and Balimore. Two 
ex Presidents fought over his last fish one 
day, he said, tearin’ cach others’ hair out 
and cussin’ like good ol’ boys. Pa just 
stood and cheered them on. He never 
had much time for politics. Ie was a bad 
ume for most pea what with the 
diseases an’ those little tinpot critters, an 
all, bur we was okay, for the main. 

The marshlands of the Potomac had 
always been a fever zone, ever since the 
days of the Foundling Fathers. The stuft 
the Daleks used was no worse. They never 
bothered us, cither. If they weren't press 
gangin’ ordinary folks into their minin 
teams they was huntin’ down rebels in the 
Blue Ridge Mountains. 

And we had food: plenty of it, cept we 
got pretty sick of catfish after a while. But 
Pm gettin’ in advance of myself 

1 was tellin’ you about the day | was 
bom. That wasa few good years before 
the Daleks came. Ma thought I wasn’t 
due for another week or more, but then 
her waters broke whilst she was cepairin’ 


the satcom unit. 

Pa was out with his ultrasonic stunners 
collectin’ the fish. He'd taken the fitter 
with him, so she couldn't get to the 
Baltimore Medcentre, and with the 
satcom out of commission she couldn't 
all a medic out, even if they'd been able 
to afford one. So she’s lyin’ there, she tells 
us, with the contractions bendin’ her 
double, and prayin’ to God thar someone 
would pop by and find her 

She used to act the whole story out, 
when she cold it to us,-clutchin’ at her 
stomach, and groanin’, and carryin’ on 
like she had a bad case of the gripes. I 
tried ro imagine myself all curled up in 
there, waitin’ to:come ont, bur [ couldn’ 
Anyway, there she was, a-hollerin’ and 
screamin’. and suddenly there’s a cool 
hand on her brow and a calm voice sayin 
“Trust me, I'm the Doctor.” She looks 
up, and there's this man bendin’ over hee. 
For a moment she thinks she’s died and 
gone to heaven, because he’s got these 
blond curls and these bright blue eyes, and 
an aloof expression like he’s an Angel 
descended to Earth, just for her. Then she 
sees how chubby he is, and the rag-bag 
clothes he’s wearin’, and she thinks he 
must be a traveller of some kind. He's got 
a gal with him, a nice American gal, and 
she goes and boils some water for him 
while he reassures my Ma. Somehow, Ma 
trusts him, although she normally 
wouldn't give the time of day to a traveller 
Good thing too, because | wouldn't be 
here otherwise, Ma said that the birth took 


three hours of strain and pain, and all the 
time the Doctor was there, reassurin’ her 
and urgin’ her on. 

Parently Ma had a difficult time with 
me — I was twisted in the womb, or 
somethin’, and the Doctor massiged me 
around in her stomach «nti I was ready to 
pop out. All the time, through Ma's tears 


and screams, the gal was holdin’ her hand 
and castin’ anxious glances at the Doctor 
When Pa came back from his fishin’ he 
found Ma asleep and me lyin’ in her arms. 
There was no sign of any Doctor, and no 
bill either. For a long time he thought 
she'd been imaginin’ it, bur I was there as 


proof 


I had a good childhood. Ma and Pa 
were strict, but only when I deserved it, I 
got all my schoolin’ from the satellite 
channels, and I had forests to play in and 
the river to swim in. There was families 
nearby, and I had my friends. Yeah, I've 
got no complaints, And all che time, in the 
back of my mind, there was this romantic 
figure called the Doctor who'd appeared at 
the moment of my birth. I would sit in 
the forests thar led down to the Potomac, 
watchin’ the raccoons foragin’ in the 
undergrowth, and imagine that 1 wasn't 
born of Ma and Pa at all, but bought by 
the stranger and left there. All kids have 
these fancies, 

Arlow, who lived along the river to us 
and whose Pa ran the local data-collection 
station for Moonbase weather control, 
told me once that he was the son of an 
Egyptian Prince who'd been abducted at 
birth and left in the wilds of America in 
the care of a sympathetic but childless 
couple. I told him he'd seen it on a screen 
somewhere, bur he just struck our at me 
and we started rollin’ around and fightin’ 
in the way that kids do. All my friends 
were the same: they wanted some 
romance in their lives, and they weren't 
adverse to creatin’ it 

I was different. | knew there was 
somethin’ ‘bour my circumstances that 
was different from the main. Years passéd 
The world went to hell and gone. The 
Dalek things invaded, but the Worst w 
got out of ‘that was the satellite channels 
goin’ down, all but for a handful of rebel 
transmitters in the mountains bouncin’ 
their signals off the Moonbase antennas, 
Pa did well our of che Daleks, like I said, 
and did even bertet out of their leavin’ 

A lot of people wanted dead Daleks or 
bits of their equipmene for souvenirs and 
for experimentation, but Pa had taken, 
bought or just plain stolen most of the 
better stuff. Had the Pentagon, the Budler 
Corporation, the Smithsonian, IMC, 
IBM and all the rest sniffin’ around, and 
payin’ through the nose for what he had 
stacked our in his prefab storerooms. Li 
was very comfortable after thar. Very 
comfortable, 

The sarellites came back on line, and we 
were amazed at how the world had 
changed. Whole countries had been 
devastated. Coastlines looked different. 

More amazin’ still was how quick the 
world pulled itself back together again, Pa 
used to sit in the bar with his cronies and 
boast about how he'd set the world to 
rights by stockpilin’ the Daleks’ secrets. It 
was then that I saw the Doctor again. I say 
“again”, although the first time, of course, 
I had been too young to pay any 
attention. 

Twas in the forest. The Potomac was a 
glitterin’ ribbon, far below me through the 
oaks. The hum of insects was everywhere: 
the wet heat sat heavily uy 
caused sweat to prickle my forchead and 
the small of my back. 1 was fifteen, and 
thinkin’ about how much | hated the 
place. I was considerin’ signin’ on to the 
Peaceforcers, and seein’ somethin’ of the 
world thar way. I'd talked to Arlow ‘bout 
it, an’ he was fair jumpin’ to join up with 
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on me and 


me. Down below, on the slope thar led 
down wo the river, I saw a flash of yellow. 
Lookin’ closer. | noticed a figure pickin’ 
his way through the maze of tree roots. 
He was wearin’ a coat of many colours, 
and a pair of trousers like nothin’ I'd ever 
seen. His hair was curly, he wasn’t fat bur 
he wasn’t far shore, and I knew straight 
away who he was. He was the Doctor, and 
he didn’t look a day older than the 
description that my Ma had given, 

I left my place and crepr closer, finally 
hidin’ myself in a small clump of 
thododendrons. He was bendin’ awe 
now, and examinin’ the ground, He 
hadn’t seen me, and [didn’t want him to. 
“This was a magical moment. He'd come 
back to take me away. He'd really come 
back. 

“I wandered, lonely as a cloud,” he said 
suddenly, “that floats on high o'er vales 
and hills, wher all at once I saw a crowd, a 
host, of golden daffodils.” 

“No daffodils here, Doc,” a voice said 
behind me. I cumed, thankful char I was 
hidden by the bushes, to s gal walkin’ 
down the slope toward him holdin’ a bag. 
She was so beautiful, it took my breath fair 
away. I'd seen nothin’ like her in the 
locality — most of the gals 1 knew were 
made up to the nines and -about as dim as 
they come — but she was like those classy, 
unapproachable women they had on the 
late night satellite shows. 

| was in love. 


“Oh Peri," 
“sometimes | despair of you. Where is the 


the Doctor sighed 


poetry in your soul? Where is thar rarc 
ethereal beaury of which Will Shakespeare 
wrote: ‘Not marble, nor the gilded 
monuments of princes, shall outlive this 
powerful time; but you shall shine more 
ight in these contents, than unswept 
stone, besmear'd with slurtish time. ? 
[don’t have any “rares ethereal beauty 

she replied. “I'm from Boston 

The Doctor sighed, and looked around 
“Well, have you gor what I came for?” he 
asked petulantly 

*{ think so." She didn’t seem sure. “If 
you told me why, it might help. You tll 
me you want a botanist’s opinion, then 
you use me as a midwife. What's going, 
on?” 

“That was unplanned,” he admitted. “I 
thought the forest would be deserted: We 
couldn't leave the poor woman to die, 


though, could we? But back eo business, 
we're here to collect plants. What have 
you found” 

She upended the bag, tipped whole 
load of plants out on the ground and 
started 10 reel off a whole string of forcign- 
oundin’ names. Now I'm not much ofa 
scholar, but I could see she knew her stuff 
{ could tel the Doctor was impressed, too, 

suse he started to make comments like a 
schoolmarm makes to.an uppity kid, 
Wall, pretty soon she was gettin’ riled, and 
then pretty soon they was arguin’, an’ | 
was sittin’ there watchin’ my dreams dyin’ 
around me. : 

I guess iewas my own fale. I'd buile the 
Doctor up into this romantic figure, like 
somethin’ our of a Greek myth. Y'know, 
he appears our of nowhere, helps in my’ 
birth, an’ then disappears, then reappears 
fifteen years later. 1 thought he'd come 
back for me. I dhoughe he was goin’ 
take me away to wild an’ far place 
suich luck: all he is isaspoiled kid who was 
there collecting Goddamn plants, of all 
things. Well, I fee like yellin’ dawn to him 
that he should pull himself together, bur 
he an’ the gal had just about come to i 
Mexican stand-off with the argument, 

‘Where to next?” she asked. “Back here 
again, only some other time? I'm getting 
pretty sick of this place. | mean, America’s 
ill very well, and I know it’s my home, 
and I'm grateful that we've come back t 
changes, like this, 
ory abour the 


visit, buc watching 
year after year, i's like thar 
man with the painting in his artic that gets 
alder and more decayed while he stays 
same ag 


“The Picture of Dorian Grey by Oscar 
Wilde, the Doctor announced grandly, 
lookin’ far off into the distance. “A 
marvellous character, Oscar. You'd have 
liked him.” He glanced over at the gal. 
“Or perhaps you wouldn't. ‘I have 
nothing to declare bur my genius!” Hah! 1 
should have that inscribed above my 
tomb!” 

“They couldn't build one big enough 
for your ego, she muttered, chuckin’ d 
adele hee aap seat tae 
Doe, let's get this over with.” 

They walked off through the trees, 
down towards the river. | tried to follow, 
bur my coat caught in the bush, and by 
the time I'd freed myself, they had gone. 1 
heard a noise like some picce of heavy 
machinery; I guess it was a flitter of some 
kind, ‘cause the only trace of them I found 
was the imprint of some kind of landin’ 
gear in the mosses and ferns. As you can 
guess, | felt as sick as a hog in a pound. I 
felt like Td had my chance handed to me 
ona plate, and it had been snatched away 
while | wondered whether | was hungry or 
not. 

Anyhow, come my sixteenth birthday, 
Arlow and I joined the Peaceforcers. They 
gave us trainin’, and education, and big 
puns, and the chance to make the world 
safe for, well, for people like us, T guess. | 
saw action in more corners of the world 
than I knew existed, over the next twenty 
years. After the Daleks were thrown out, it 
was like all bets were off. Superpowers 


suddenly weren't so super, and the 
countries we used to call Third World 
nations had realised thar the league table 


had vanished, and they all had a crack at 
the ritle: Lite brushewarsstarted up 
everywhere: little men with big ide: 

few Dalek guns tried to hold their 
neighbours to ransom. Our job was to go 
inand sort it all out. 

We were trained in diplomacy, and 
negotiation, and them good things, bur 
more often than not it all came down co a 
firefight. Arlow got hisself killed in a 
duped geared in therved lichi district of 
Macau. [held him while he bled to death 
talkin’ all rhe time about when we was 
I aaied, but only on the inside. 1 wa 
a Peacelorcer. 

Ma and Pa sent me vids from home 
and every couple of years T used to visit 
them, Things were changin’, though. Pa 
was ill — long term radiation poisonin 
from a Dalek weapon he'd picked up and 
sold on — and Ma wasn't gettin’ any 
younger. The old homestead 
hell as well, Population 
wheels of industry were turnin’, the 
interim World Government (US 
Division) had snapped up a whole lor of 
land for redevelopment, and th 
batik looked see to turn into a wh 
Gityseipe. | was given cor 
from the 7 
Pa’s recyelin’. I couldn't believe my eyes as 
the flitter banked low: over Virginia and 
followed the line of the Potomac to } 
The forest had gone. From the bar 
the brown, sludg, 
grey tower blocks had sprung like diseased 
trees, I couldn't count them, there were so 
many. Ma lived in Apartment Three 
Three Five of Floor Fifty Nine of Block 


and a 


is goin’ to 


soomin’, the 


passionate leave 


ench war to attend my 


river, a mass of dirty 


Two Three Three One. After three hours 
of listenin’ to her friends gossip, | had co 
go fora walk. Was this whar { had fought 
for? 

My footsteps echoed actoss the sterile 
courtyards and berween the vast liff-fa 
of the tower blocks 
metalled panels covered the forest Moor 
which Thad wandered across so freely as a 
kid. I felt a strange deadness spread 
through my chest, as if my childhood was 
witherin’ and dyin’ within me: T dropped 
to my knees, scrabbli 
metal plates, bur they were too thick, roo 
heavy and 100 well bevelled together. 1 
could nor move them. 1 stood, wincin’ at 


fat the seams of the 


the pain in my fingertips, and suddenly 
heard a/yoiee. A theatrical, affectedly 
British voice 

A familiar voice 

Well, thar should do the «ick 

Tstill don’t 

My-dear pathetic Peri! | fail to 
our fide project can possibly f 
They were just around the comer of the 
nearest block. Quietly, | walked to the 
and peered around. Te was him, as I 
had known it would be, loc 
than the last time I had seen him, fifteen 
years before, The gal was with him, still 
holdin’ the bag. 

Tac part of me which had withered 
ain: [ felt just like a 


¢ what you're doing 


in’ na older 


suddenly blossomed 
kid. Peven found my 
the rough kiss of the 
thedodéndrons and the spring of the ferns 
beneath my knees, 

The Doctor was bendin’ over one of 
the tracks between the metal plates. “Give 
me another one 
holdin’ @ hard out towards the gal. She 
reached inte the bag and pulled 
plane, then seemed to pull a part of 
and hand it carefully ro him. He c 
pushed the object. whatever it v 
into the crack. then reached into his 
pocket and sprinkled some 
substance down after it. “What should do 
it,” he said, standin” and rubbin’ hi 
together in self-satistaction. “The focal 
populice will he getting quite a surprise in 
a year ot five 

You're just an old romanti 
the gal said. Her smile 
ntly through the clouds 
m. “Doing all this for 
people your've never mer 

An old romantic 
shocked. "Peri, | am the romantic! 

But why? | mean, whar’s che point in 
bringing all these flowers forward from the 
past — their past, 
fara 

He sighed. “Because they've lost so 
much, Peri, Millions of square miles of 
forests, thousands of miles of streams and 
rivers. Partly, ir was the Daleks; but mostly 


IF crouchin 


fememberin 


he said distractedly 


rut a 
it off 
refully 


8, down 


at heart 
as like sunshine 


breaking hesi 
after a rainsti 


" He sounded 


mean — into the 


it's them: | want to give them a taste, just a 
taste, of what they've thrown awa 
It won't make a difference, you 


know 


ft will to me.” He shook himself 


“Come, we have promises to keep, and 
miles to go before we sleep! 

‘What? 

There's another courtyard through 
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that opening. my dear. Onward the 
He led the way 

1 watched them “till chey were out of 
The wind 


motley 


sight, vanishin’ like a memory 
whistled through the mar 
1 wamted to follow them, but I was scared 
chat, if | did, they wouldn’e be there 

Ma died ten vears later, while | was 
helpin’ suppress an’ insurrection of the 
Moon. She threw herself our of the 
window of Apartment Three Three Five 
of Floor Fifty Nine of Block Two Three 
Three One. | didn's make it ro the 
but F went back a few months 
clear out her Apartment and make 
ments to sell it | looked around 
» remember her, and Pa, but all | 
et voice telling me about 
man who helped with my 


made canyons. 


recyclin’ 


could hear was 


ed to the window, and looked 
the last thing she must have 


gone, replaced by 


out at V 
seen. T 
more apartry 

I lec my 
moment I th 


we roam over them. For a 


ught my eyes were deoeivin’ 


me, ‘cause there seemed to be a slight fuzz 
of green in the courtyard, fir far below. 1 
went down to check: I felt 1 already knew 
but T had to be sure. Plants were growir 


¢ cracks in the metal panels 


up thro 
F recognised them from my childhood 
rowarium. pickerelweed and thin 

s. 1 bent and sniffed deeply 
al reminders, these survivors 


carnal, 
wills 
at these mag 
of other, happier times. The scent took me 
back, and for the first rime | cried for my 
Ma, and my Pa, and myself 

\ malfunctioning weapon ‘bor took 
most of my torse away, a few years larer 


and | was pensioried out of Peiceforce. 1 
{a's apartment, and I'm glad 
now, with machines to keep 


never sold 
I five there 
me alive, and nothin’ to dé look out onte 
where the Potomac used to flow and 
watch the litte forese 

of the metal towers, and the ivy elimbing 


rowing at the hase 


up their sides 

T hope | live co see it hit Vevel Fifty 
Nine 

Bur I know I'll live to see thé Deere 
once more before I die 


: DOCTOR WHO 


1963 The world’s longest-running science-fiction series begins on 23rd 
November 

The first location filming for the series-is undertaken for Season 
One's The Reign of Terror 

A specially shot trailer for The Web Planet, the first of its kind for 
the series, is screened 

In the first change of lead actor for the show, Patrick Troughton 
replaces William Hartnell as Doctor Who 

The Macra Terror features the Doctor's face as part of the series’ 
opening title sequence for the first time 

The Dominators is the first story written under a pseudonym. 
Mervyn Haisman and Henry Lincoin become Norman Ashby 

The first colour filming for the series is undertaken for Spearhead 
from Space, Jon Pertwee's opening adventure 

Colour Seperation Overlay, a special effects mainstay of the series, 
makes its debut on Doctor Who and the Silurians 

The Demons, screened over the Christmas period, becomes the first 
Doctor Who compilation repeat 

On the wishes of producer Barry Letts, the first radical reworking 
of the theme music is shelved 

The first Target novelisation of a Doctor Who story is published — a 
reprint of Doctor Who in an Exciting Adventure with the Daleks 
Tom Baker's opening story, Robot, features Outside Broadcast 
video material for the first time. It later replaces film entirely 

In April, the original Doctor Who, William Hartnell, dies. He often 
confessed the series had been hard work. “But I loved every minute.” 

oration Earth —- The Time Machine, ti ee Baker 

and Elisabeth Sladen, is the first Doctor Who a 

Doctor Who studio work is undertaken outside BBC London studios 
Sor the first time, The Horror of Fang Rock is shot in Birmingham 
The Stones of Blood, the one hundredth Doctor Who story is 
transmitted. A celebratory scene is cut from the final script 

The first regular magazine devoted to the programme is published. 
Doctor Who Weekly makes its first appearance in October 

The Radiophonic Workshop take over the composition of inciden- 
tal music. A new version of the theme music is implemented 

K9 & Company — the first spin-off from Doctor Who — is screened. It 
also stars Elisabeth Sladen as Sarah Jane Smith 

Concorde; featured extensively in Time-Flight, becomes the most 
expensive prop seen in the series 

In the Twentieth Anniversary year, fans vote for Revenge of the 
Cybermen to become the first Doctor Who home video 
Resurrection of the Daleks comprises forty-five minute 
episodes — the first story ever to do so 

The break between Seasons Twenty-Two and Twenty-Three is the 
longest in the show's history 

The longest Doctor Who story, The Trial of a Time Lord, is 
transmitted. It spans fourteen episodes 

Patrick Troughton dies suddenly in America. The Doctor remained 
“one of the most enjoyable roles I have ever played.” 

‘A behind-the-scenes documentary is recorded, covering the mak- 
ing of the Twenty-Fifth Anniversary story, Silver Nemesis 
Seraval is the last new television adventure transmitted by the BBC 
to date 

‘The satellite television station BSB devotes a whole weekend to a 
retrospective of classic Doctor Who 

Six minutes of previously unscreened footage is integrated into the 
home video of The Curse of Fenric — the first release of its kind 

A reconstructed version of Shada, the only unfinished Doctor 
Who story, is made available to the public as a BBC Video 

Doctor Who celebrates its Thirtieth Anniversary 
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el shuddered as the double 

doors of the TARDIS sighed 

open and a bitter east wind 
swept through the control chamber. She 
glanced over reproachfully at the Doctor 
‘who was already shuflling, himself into his 
eer ieee sincere nes, 
Mel decided, when she definitely preferred 
his earlier persona, 

‘Ar least that Doctor, the one with the 
atrocious dress-sense and the wayward 
waistline, had a taste for the comfortable, 
good things of life. All this dour-faced one 
seemed to do was to take her from one 
urban blight to another storm-swept 
deathworld; hardly the wonders and 
delights he'd promised when he'd first 
snatched her from her comfortable but 
excruciatingly boring existence in Pease 
Pot 


He grinned ar her with thar in- 
Gainey spo expression of his, and 
offered her dhe fur coat which was hanging 
from the hat-stand in the corner of the 
chamber, and whose lurid psychedelic 
colours hurt her eyes, 

“The Doctor looked crestfillen as Mel 
grimaced. “Early Seventies," he remarked, 
as he helped her into it. “Belonged to a 
friend of mine. The Seventies will be 
making a come-back one day, you know 
— Abba, flares, platform soles...” 


Mel shrugged in horror and disbelief 


and wrapped the coat tightly around her, 
as the Doctor led the way out of the 
‘TARDIS. 

“So where are we?” she asked as she 
sheltered under the Doctor's umbrella 
from the torrential rain, which had already 
turned the ground into a vicious 
quagmire. The TARDIS had materialised 
on a wild open moor in the middle of a 
storm. Thunder rumbled ominously in 
the night sky, and sheets of lightning 
Angentheesickening eloude’s cold 
metallic blue. 

‘The Doctor smiled and breathed in the 
fresh, ozone-laden air. “Earth,” he said, 

“{ know that!” said Mel. “There's 
nowhere else in the universe where the 
weather can be this bad! But where on 
Earth?” 

“Harrow Green,” the Doctor vol- 
unteered. “The most haunted village in all 
England.” 

Mel frowned. Harrow Green, The 
name rang a distant bell. Suddenly she 
remembered, “We're near Pease Pottage!” 
she exclaimed, shouting above the noise of 
the thunder, “You've brought me home!” 

“Well, not quite.” said the Doctor, and 
brought out an elaborate pocket watch 
from his waistcoat. “Its the early ewenty- 
first century, and Pease Pottage hasn't 
been your home for at least thirty years..." 

“What d'you mean? I moved up to 
London?” 

The Doctor tapped his nose. “You 
went travelling... 

“So what are we doing hei 
asked, 

“I'm a Doctor,” her companion said 
mysteriously. “I'm here ro perform a 

operation.” 

‘Mel shook her head and laughed; if the 


Doctor was going to be enigmatic she 


Mel 
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certainly wasn't going to give him the 
eistiion oF inseriug than tae bade 
faintest idea what he was talking about. 
“You know, Doctor, sometimes I just 
don't understand you at all.” 
“Sometimes neither do I,” admitted the 


Men,’ dhe Doctor sid and poinsl in the 
direction of a of buildings just 
visbleon the horn, "Fhat’s where we te 
needed.” 

“Through the rain Mel could make out 
the electrified fence which surrounded the 
compound and the watchtowers manned 
by armed guards, Surely the Doctor didn't 
believe they could breach that sort of 
security? 

“The Doctor indicated that she should 
look in the pockets of her psychedelic fur 


coat, She pulled out two official-looking 
passes, one of which bore a photograph of 
the Doctor — the Doctor she was with 
now — and the other of a terminally hip 
young woman from the early Seventies. 
“So who's Josephine Grant?” she asked, 
and looked at the insignia on the cover of 
tach of the passes. “And what's UNIT?” 
"The Doctor grinned and led the way 
through the mud to the military 
ent, 


‘The weasel-faced middle-aged scientist 
looked up angrily, as the uniformed 
escorted the Doctor and Mel into 

¢ laboratory. 

“What the hell are these two doing 
here?” he barked as he took in the sight of 
the Jed Doctor and Mel. “We are 
ata crucial point in our work. [vis esential 
that Lam not disturbed!” 

‘Mel shivered: there was something 


oddly disconcerting about the scientist as if 


she had met him somewhere before, a 
long, long time ago. Things like that 
iat he men: she was supposed 
have a photographic memory after all. So 
why couldn't she remember where she'd 
see Professor Clubman —as his name-tag 
identified him — before? 

The Doctor shrugged off the attention 
of the ewo UNIT guards and strode up to 
Clubman, hand outstretched in greeting, 

“Professor Lionel Clubman, 1 
presume?” he said, and introduced him- 
self as Doctor John Smith, Before the 
nonplussed scientist could reply the 
Doator turned to the man's wo white- 
coated colleagues. “And these are... 2” 

“My name is Professor Christine 
Roupie,” said an attractive Frenchwoman 
in her thirties, and indicated the long- 
haired untidily-dressed man by her side. 
“And this is Doctor Bede Lehmann ....” 
gh temationa caine remark 

1e Doctor. “And your specialities are?” 

“I'm an archacologist, and a physicist,” 
Roupie replied. "Berndt here is a biologist 
and anthropologist...” 

“Look, just what are you doing here?” 
demanded Clubman, "This is a top-secret 
research establishment.” 

“And I'm a top-secret advisor,” said the 
Doctor peevishly. 

This right, sin” ssid/one ofthe 

guards. "He did havea UNIT pass...” 
"The Doctor saw that the scientists were 

still none-too-impressed by this so to 

divert their attention away from further 


questioning he took an animated interest 
Sy te tani ob actuner hing tse wal 
and the plare-glass window which looked 
into an empty chamber. He clapped his 


hands with glee and strode over to the 


instruments. 

“T say! Is this really what I think ir is?” 
he asked eagerly, like a little child opening 
his presents on Christmas morning, 

‘Clubman glowered at him. “You seem 
remarkably well-informed, Doctor 
‘Smith’. You tell me.” 

“Je’s a tachyon accelerator, isn't it?” the 
Doctor said. From the astonished looks on 
the faces of Clubman, Christine and 
Lehmann it was plain that he had guessed 
correctly. 

“What's a tachyon accelerator?” asked 

Mel. 
“A rudimentary time-machine,” the 
Doctor explained, and turned back to 
Clubman. “You're experimenting with 
time technology, aren't you?” 

Clubman’ remained silent, but 
Christine and Lehmann exchanged a look 
of amazement at the Doctor's knowledge, 

“And where else to experiment than at 
Harrow Green, the most haunted place in 
all England?” the Doctor continued. 
“There have always been stories of ghosts 
and timeslips in this area. Harrow Green 
stands on the temporal-spacial nexus, 
where the strands of time are the weakest 
and easiest ro break through ...” 

“How could you know that?” asked 
Christine. “We ate only now making 


studies in that area. . . 


“Top secret,” teased the Doctor, 
and then added: “Ie'll never work, you 
know...” ‘ 
“All our researches say it will,” insisted 
Lehmann. “We have already sent animals 
asked the Doctor. “Surely 


jou weren't thinking of sending a human 
Teles lack lactic with cis ectraapeons 


‘were you? 

Cibmanenmelesaninen ba 
Christine stepped forward. “Asa matter of 
fact, yes,” she said, "Berndt here has 
volunteered . .. he will be the firse person 
to travel backwards in time...” 

The Doctor affected an exp 
great concern. “But he can't - yi 
musn't . . .." he said — rather oo mielo- 
dramatically, thought Mel. 

“And who are you to say we shouldn't ?” 
barked Clubman. 

“Tm the Docton” insisted the Doctor, 
as if that explained everything. “IF you've 
done your researches properly you'd have 
discovered that human tissue can't with- 
stand tachyon bombardment —” 

“Our tests have shown us that animals 
can” began Doctor Lehmann, 

“Animals! Guinea Pigs! Hamsters!” 
spluttered the Doctor with contempt. 
“Have you brought any of them back?" 

Christine admitted. 


“Well, no 
iF you did, you'd find their bodies 

ed, their brains burned out...” 

‘The Doctor looked knowingly ac Club- 
man. “Time travel is not meant for mam- 
mals — well, except certain time sensitives 


—and not for human beings...” 
he insisted. “Better to live in the present 
than to relive the past...” 

“Perhaps you would explain your 
dhicary$* ated Gluisiie, who of the ute 
scientists seemed the most reasonable. 

“I'd be delighted to!” the Doctor said 
and seat himself down ta de casually 

rowing a whole pile of papers 
ak ect ete ethane 

‘After twenty minutes of what, 10 Mel, 
sounded like some topate gnbbledegook 
Christine looked over at Clubman. ‘There 
was a worried look on her face. 

“Lionel, if we could perhaps have a 

i 


Clipmanbaantaphel angelyohat 
nevertheless followed Christine and Leh- 
mann out of the room. 

“So what was all that about?” asked Mel 
when the three scientists had gone. 

“Top-rate gobbledepook,” the Doctor 
cores cana. “with not a word of 
truth in it.” 

“So they're right then? This tachyon 
accelerator will be able to send people back 
in time?” she asked. 

“Once only,” agreed the Doctor. “The 
strain of breaking through the time lines 


should should: produce a nice little 
ion. 
“Shouldn't you have told them that 
sh 


en? 
“No need — they'll have plenty of 
warning and time to get out...” he said 
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knowingly. “But with the macl 
— o whoever — uses it 
will never be able to get back to the 
resent day.” 
Mel looked accusingly at the Doctor: 
he was definitely up to something, “Are 
1u meddling again, Doctor?” 
“[ never meddle, Mel,” he replied, 
without the slightest conviction. 


The three scientists were arguing with 
Christine looking sadly at Clubman. “I'm 
sorry, Lionel,” she said, and meant it. 
“Until we re-examine the Doctor's 
theories there must be a halt to the time- 
travel experiments...” 

“Bur we are at breakthrough poind” he 
barked. “We can't halt the experiment 
now, just because some little man wanders 
in here and says we can't...” 

“He's not just ‘some little man’, he's 
UNIT’s Scientific Advisor, and from all 
accounts a trusted friend of Brigadiers 
Lethbridge-Stewart and Bambera,” 
Cohiristine pointed out. “Lionel, you're out- 
voted, I'm aftaid. And we simply cannot 
put Berndt's life at risk until we know 
more about the forces we're playing 
around with...” 

You're all cowards,” Clubman hissed. 
“IF there had been people like you around 
in the past we'd have never progressed 
beyond the wheel!” With a snarl he 
scormed out of the room. 

“He's an angry man,” remarked 


Berndt. He initiated the project. The 
tachyon accelerator has been his life's 
work.” 

“We have a duty co be responsible, 
Berndt,” Christine said. “ Now let's get 
back to the Doctor and his friend.” 

But when they returned to the 
laboratory the Doctor and Mel had gone. 


“So what was all that about?” asked Mel as 
they trudged back through the mud and 
LN rapid 

“Aha!” saic Doctor ically, anc 
honed the police bot door fr her “And 
it'snotover yet...” 

“So where are we off to now?” she 
asked skipping through the open double 
doors and into the console room. 

The Doctor took out his pocket watch 
and consulted it. “1693!” he said and 
operated the dematerialisation switch on 
the TARDIS console. 


Back at the institute, Clubman looked at 
his watch: it was 4.00am, and the research 
institute was deathly still. Silently he 
slipped into the laboratory, and viewed the 
tachyon accelerator. His crowning 
achievement, the project he had been 
working on ever since his days as a yor 

sident echeiveraiy Fi evesy-bouelaad 
been spent on developing i, to the detri- 
reaeeailele Gene las wearin, 
relationships. And to be thwarted by 
cowards acting on the advice of a little 


man like the Doctor! 
“The look that Doctor had given him - 
almost forbidding him to use the 
accelerator! Forbidding him ~ Clubman! — 
to operate his own machine. Well, 
Christine and Lehmann might listen 10 
the little man's prattlings, but not him! 
Determinedly Chibman crossed over t0 
dhe carole of che eehyon accsleraton 
‘The chamber behind the plate-glass, 
window was bathed in an eerie blue light, 


as tachyon energies shot our and coalesced 


from the energy panels which lined each 
of the four walls. Clubman took a deep 
breath and entered the chamber; the time- 


energies bathed his body, briefly curning 
his ski 0 that his bones an 
internal organs were visible if there had 
been anyone to watch, 

With a scream of anguish Professor 
Lionel Clubman vanished from the 
twenty-first century forever, 

Two hours later the compound 
exploded in a burst of energy as the 
achyon accelerator overloaded. There 
were no casualties, because some ninety 
‘minutes previously the head of the security 
section had received a coded telephone 
message from an international terrorist 
group, warning him of a bomb on the 
premises, and the institute had been 
speedily evacuated. 

The remains of the bomb were never 
found, and it was assumed that Professor 
Lionel Clubman had perished in the blast. 
"The only mystery was the identity of the 
caller, whose voice the security head had 
described as having a soft Scottish lilt 


“So where are we?” asked Mel as she 
out of the TARDIS into a sunny 


“1693, | told you,” said the Doctor. 

“Not when,” Mel said impatiently. 
“Where” 

“Harrow Green,” said the Doctor and 
looked around the glade. “The site of what 
will one day be the research institute.” 

From nearby there came a sound of 
groaning. The Doctor and Mel rushed 
‘over to the body lying against the trunk of 


awe, 

“Ir's Clubman!” gasped Mel, as she 
recognised the scientist. His face was 
blazed and scorched. “He used the 
accelerator and travelled back through 


"Who are you2” Clubman croaked 
thro ed lips. 

ee recognise us.” said Mel. 

“He's delirious,” said the Doctor. “His 
body has been exposed co a massive 
amount of radiation in the Space! 
Time Vortex...” 

“Ishe going wo die?” 

“The Doctor shook his head, and took a 
tub of pills our of his jacker pocket. He 
forced Clubman to swallow two of the 
tablets, and placed the tub in Clubman's 
outstretched hand. 

“The tachyon accelerator was a fine 
piece of equipment,” he said to the barely 
conscious scientist. “But it couldn't 
protect you from the Time Winds... ." 

“Will he be all ight” asked Mel. 

‘The Doctor looked sadly at Clubman, 
“Helll be scarred for life I'm afraid. Buc it 


will be a long and fruiefil life.” He stood 
up. “Come on, we must be off” 

“You can't just leave him here!” 
protested Mel. “Can't we take him with 
us? He belongs in the twenty-first 


century! 

The Doctor grabbed Mal’s arm and led 
her stemly to the TARDIS, “He must stay 
in the seventeenth century,” he insisted 
and shoved Mel through the open doors 
‘of the police box, 


As the TARDIS disappeared from 1693 

Mel stared angrily at the Doctor, her 

hands perched on her hips. “I suppose 

you've got an explanation for what you 

jist did Gack then?” she demanded. 

“[ didn't want Doctor Lehmann to use 
accelerator,” confessed the 


temporal anomalis . 
o? Clubman used it to travel back in 
Mel was confused. “The time-lines 


“Quite the opposite. Clubman 
travelling back in time was precisely whae I 
wanted to happen,” he said. “The accel- 
erator was the culmination of his life's 
work —I knew he would use it... Hu 
mans are so predictable.” He looked at 
Mel, wich a disappointed look on his face. 
“Yau ill don quite understand do you, 


Ma shook her head. 

‘The Doctor grinned. “Clubman will 
survive and settle down curiously well in 
the seventeenth century,” he explained. 
“As time goes by he'll be respecred for his 
great knowledge; he'll even end up be- 
Coming a member of the Royal Society 

Mel thought she could see where the 

was leading her. “Don't tell me,” 
she said, “There he's responsible for some 
great scientific breakthrough, without 
Which the twentieth century would never 
have come about...” 

“Nothing as mundane as that,” said the 
Doctor. “In two years’ time he will marry 
a delightful young lady named Martha, 
‘They will have children and then grand- 
children. One of his granddaughters will 

ya man named Bush and move to a 
tiny hamlet called Pease Portage — 

“Wait a minute —are you saying, what | 

think you're saying?” 
__ The Doctor nodded. “Lionel Clubman 
i8 your ancestor — your twelve-times great- 
grandlathed! Without himiyou would 
never have been born!” 

“And that's why you arranged for him 
to be sent back in time, with no way of 
returning,” concluded Mel. “Then that 
means that... that..." 

“The Doctor smiled as he adjusted the 
controls and piloted the TARDIS on to 
new adventures. 

“That's right, Mel, Even before you 
were born T¥e jst gone and sed your 
ie 
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